2 SOUVENIR BATS ttsrati st ios MUST BE WON! 


a BOWLING Pm. 
Buti THE “CN t 


EYERY SATURDAY. 


SCHOOLEOYS SURROUNDED BY URKNOWE PERILS- 


THRELLERS! GEE! FRANK RICHARDS KNOWS HOW TO WRITE ’EM! 


THR FIRST CHAPTER. “Same here.” like @ noisy fag at school, you know." 
“oe Bob ‘Cherry “breathed bard. 
‘A Happs Movilag } “We'll travel, together,”. said Bus- He had naturally oxpected, when 
“ UNTER!” cjaculated Bob ter effably. “Quite a pleasure to Greyfi broke up for the summer 
neck 


m Greyfriars man—even you!” holidays, to soe no more of William 
UE vntie grtaned, “One Georg? Bunter till the next term. 80 


pom . ald “I've boon having = ripping time, it was quite dismaying to 2nd that tho 
ebay? he wala sabi there "hola sid) Beater Naar Ne ood Get of the Remove ons ining tho 
ty did 200 gyi fof high jiaks at Bunter Court” a at Wha 0, 
Keane ee “obi Hurrse Singh, and Johnny Bull and 


Bunter soomed gle@ to seo him. But 


1d the. two Chineso 
it might have boom gathered from Bob's 


expression that be was not glad to. in spi : unter most decidedly 
eo. Buator, Tt was cite mis. 

Ww was teldom on, rocord that felloss ia—we got fstinguisbed people apprehension on Bunter’s part to sup- 
were glad to sco Bunter. Fiscivating i pposo that no party could bo & success 
ke his. society. was, fellows goncrally distinguished presence. 
found that # little of it went ‘The Famous Vivo had had 
long 


enough of Willi: it 

1oOm way. ned out of a TRE menace of Tang Wang, mest powerful of Givfrist ico anchr®” f 

train at Reigate Station. He Chinese, Mandarins, hangs like a Black eloud over fact. Indeed Hurree Singh 
am hie 


was on his way to jam his the enjoyment of Harry Wharten & Co. But  {ccj'ia; (uarige oomuchiul 


friends at Weervee Lease: with grim determination and British pleck do "Docs | Wharton _ know 
tho summer keledeys they strive to si this peri? fr East. you're coming?” demanded 

Sith the Cor He had a sakes Bob at last. 

quarter of an hour to for Billy Bunter did not 

his train to Wimbord; and be was om sceend thoughts I realised that it answer that question. It was rather an 


strolling "about, the sation platform wouldn't do.” awkward one. Harry Wharton, cor- 
hon. "he Tcamo, gn William George “TORI” guaped Bch, Chorry. tainly, did not know that Bunter was 
Bunter—unexpectedly. “But « fellow gets fed up on crowds, coming. Had be known, ho might havo 


Buntor, apparcatly, was waiting for and partics, and high jinks,” said Bun- takon some mensures to provent it So 

the same train.» tor, shaking his bead. “I'm iirly it was better for him not to know it; 
‘Tt was o blazing August day, and worn out, you know, by so much plung- it was a ease where ignorance was bliss, 

Billy Bunter looked. very Bet,’ vary ing into, tho vortex of socity. | Tim Bunter Blinked along the tine. 

red, ond. very perspiriag. On very hot reelly rather ‘going ar "Tsay, that train's a jolly lon 

Gays, Bunter fount bis circumference tox's little place for s quict weak of time,” he romarkad. “Like {© come 


rather @ bether. Ho really had too two TE need a resi.” into’ the boffet, old chap. I'll stand 
much weight to carry abeut with cour “Wharton will necd a rest, phon you seme joes. I'd like ono myself.” 
fort in the dog days. you'vo been thers a woek o: two.” ister toes tec the sekhcbpea which 
“Quite a plewsure, isn’t it, old ~ “Oh, really, Chorry— i. Sauae sopeang. Kies Bat 
chap?” said Bunter, blinking at Bob “Look here, you fat bounder—”- Bo, "i rob mabe a move fe the direo 
through his big spectacles. “Don't shout, old follow, Bun. Bob did not mexe 
“Is it?” asked Bob. ter. “You're hot in tho Removo pes tie, exe . 
“F auppose you're going to Whar- sage at Greyfriars now, you know.” ‘Oh, really, Cherry—" 
ton’s place? You Posy, 01s Bob Chere gave a grunt, and walked 
“Yes.” “Don't yell, old When you're slong the platform. Billy Bunter rolled 
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—WHARTON LODGE THE SCENE OF SENSATIONAL AND DRAMATIC ADVENTURES! 


“I say, old chap—”" 

“Oh, roll off !” said Bob. 

“We're travelling together, old fcl- 
low! Tho fect is, I’ rather like to 
arrive at Wharton, Lodge with you,” 
explained Bunter. “You see, Wharton 
may have forgotton asking me—” 

“He would need a thumping good 
romory to remember it!” grunted 

“So the fact is, I'd rather go in 
with you,” said Bunter. “You can 
montion that you met, me, and wanted 
mg to como along—” 

“Rats!” 

“You see, Wharton’s rather a beast 


ton 
SUE § beastmgou_k " 
“Rather o ou_know wha! 
his manners aro like! But, he can’t 
very, well objeot to a friend bring 
a friend with him. Seot, That 
make it all right if he's forgotten 
pressing mo to come.” 
“Ob, my hat |” 
_ This is quite a 
it?” said Buntor. 


icky meeting, isn't 
Tim really giad to 
Not often ‘that a 
Jou, is it, old 
ry with a cheory 
‘T can make out 
why, Whacion asked you for tho holt.” 


Ni 


“Well, he rou about tho 
placo, can het” asked Bunter, argu- 
mentatively. “How could he?” 

Cherry did not 7. Ho was 
ring, whether, to. kick Bunter. 
It was really ble, that @ very 


little of Buntor’s con 
inopired a follow wit 
40 kick 


Keen desire 


“By tho way, old man,” went on 
Bunter, happily’ unoonsoious of tho. in- 
ward workings of Bob Cherry's mind. 
“J suppose, you can lend mo my fare 
to, Wimford ?” 

job stared. 

“Fathead! Didn't you take your 
ticket before, gotting on the platform?” 

Bunter grinned. 

"You seo, it 


on ‘the line, “If they spot 
mo at Wimford 1. shali havo to pay 
fexceas fare... But it's a sleopy place, 
and T dare say Tahall get out all right.” 
"P dare gay you'd have thought 
“T dare say you'd never have thou; 
of a dodge ike that!” grinned Bunter. 
“Certain; ver ” 
“Te ne brains,” said the fat 


junior complacently. ’ “You can travol 
Jolly chosply, you know, if you uso 
your brains, 

“You, fat rotter—” 

“Don't roar, old fellow; I keep on 
tolling you you're not in the Remove 
passage now,” said Bunter roprovingly. 
“Look here, oan you lend mo my fare 
at Wimford if thoy spot me?” 

“X11 leod you my boot" growled 


A 
“Ob, really, Cherry! Well, look 
hore, we'll go out together at Wimford, 
and’ you can keop the man talking, 
or something, while I slip by. See?” 
Bob Cherry looked st Bunter. Ap- 
parently he was not only to tolerate 
tho Owl's charming society, but he was 
fo assist im. in ‘bilking “tho, railway 
‘Bob breathed hard. 

‘that my train?” asked 
‘camo rattling into 


‘company. 


seven minutes yot. ‘The train that had 
just come in was going on = much 


ion generally Bi 


longer journey. It was, in fact, the 
caret ‘ireumstances, Bob Cherry did 
in the erry di 
not feel disposed to enlighten Bunter 
on that subject. 
‘He made a rush for tho train end 
vloee T sped Bi 
= re, I'm coming !” gasy unter. 
He bolted after ‘Bob.* 


Bob had a i door, 
hele GMa! Gee Se 
‘He held it shut, and grinned at Bunter 


from the window above. 

Bunter grabbed at the door handle. 

“Let mo in, you beast!” he roared. 

“Bow-wow!” 

“T say, I shall lose the train!” 
yelled Bunter. 

‘That's all right!” 
Beast 

Bunter tore at the handle, but Bob 
held the door fast from within. Bunter 
shook a fist up at Bob's grinning 
face, scuttled along the train, tore open 

ther door, and bolted breathlessly 
into a carriage. And as he did so Bob 
‘opened his own door, and stepped out 
again. 

‘He strolled cheerily across tho plat- 
form." ‘There was a shrick from tho 
engino, and tho train started. 

From s window 0 
glimmering pair of 


Out, and Bunter started as ho saw Bob 4 


on tho platform. 


ost the train!” he 


open, window. 


juntor 1 
“You silly ass! You” Bunter's 
‘oico was Jost in the roar of the train 


faa it rushed out of tho statios 

Seven minutos later the Wimford 
train came in, and Bob Cherry sat 
down in it. “As ho rolled away for 
Wimford, he wondered, cheerily, bow 
long it Would take Bunter to discover 
that ho was in tho wrong train, and 


“Letter from home, 
Harry, with a emile. 
Wun Lung nodded. , 
“Lottee fom fetheo,” hy said, in 
queer pidgin-English. “Plenty nicey 
Tetteo flom Wen Chung Lung.” He 
rinned again. “You no savvy 
Ghinee letteo, handsome ole chop?” 
“No foar Harry, with a mile, 
“All well at home, L hope? 
“Plenty well,” said Wun Lung. 
“This letteo takee long timee comey 
Som China. All well when fathee wlite. 


and my 
honourable mother, and Hop Hi’s 
honourable mother, all well.” 

Harry Wharton ‘gave @ little start, 

Ho was well ayaro that Chinese cus- 
toms were very different from those of 
the Western world; but: Wun Lung’s 
cheery remark brought the fact home 
to, him with rather a jolt. 

“1-1 don't quite—” Wharton stam- 
mered. “Hop Hi is your brother, 
isn’t he, fathead?” 


kid?” asked 


My honourablo fathee is well, 


“Niecy, young blother,” agreed Wun 
Lung, “What you ‘calle half @ 
blother.” 


alf-brothes ?” 


ton. 
“Me belon; 
my honourable 
Lang.“ 


repeated Whar 


Number One Wifee of 
fathee,” explained Wun 
“Hop Hi belong Number ‘Two 


rife. 

“Oh!” gasped Wharton, 

“My plotty sistec, Wun San, belong 
Number Thiee Wifee,” went on Wun 
Lang innocently, “All Chinco plenty 


wifee. 
“Oh, erymbs! 
“This countly velly atlange to 


said “Even. 


ong wifoe.’ 
““L think 1'd rather be 0, poot, man 
if 


whether ho would arrive at the distant Chi 


metropolis before he made that interest- 
ing discovery. 


THE SECOND CHAPTER. 
Chinese 1 


6 RE ny hat" 
(@) Tarry. Wharton 


that ejaculation 
taril 
Wun Lung 


grin. . 
Tho little Chinows of Greyfriars, had 
# letter spread on the table before him, 
‘and was reading it, 

Little Hop Hi, his young brother, 
sat on a cushion’ on the floor, with a 
cheerful expression on his little yellow 
face, "tapping on paper drum, and 
humming to himsolf as he tap) 
Hop Hi~or Wun Hop Hi, to give 
his full _name—was meking cheery 
amusio in his own Chinese fashion, while 
his major read the letter from home. 

Tt was the latter that caused Whar 
jaculation. He could not help 
@ letter as it lay spread beforo 
ineso Removite, Not that it 
mattored if it was seen, for tho most 
private of correspondence from China 

Gould have been loft, anywhere about 

Wharton Lodge, and still remain a 

hidden secret." ‘The strango Chines 

cbaracters—strange to 8 Western, eyo— 

Tie top rignthand elite tees 

Tigi corner of the page, 

‘and ‘looked to Wharton ike est of 

Primitive pictures, 

‘Tt was hard to realiso that they con- 
seed # eloar moaning to the oye of 

ier, 


uttered 
involun- 


seein, 
the 


Teoked up with » sleepy 


fond, Ni 
bor ‘Tw. 
angly.” 
oes sped Whartor 1-1 
angry,” gas} art * ‘supe 
poso things are different, in China.” 
“Velly diffelent,” said Wun Lung. 
“China velly gleat countly. Chinco 
yelly good and velly wise,  Sposce 
Tolelgn devils no comey, China veils 
appee countly, You’ lendoe mo 
he added, after another 


ki?" Cortain said 
stonished by tho sudden chango 
t. “What do you want a stick 


“Beatoo Hop 
Wharton jumped. . 
Hop Hi suddenly ceased ti on 

the paper drum, and hurnening his 

song, and looked up at his brother 
with’ his slanting eyes. 
‘You—you—you're going to beat 

Hop THis” ojaculated Whatton. 

‘un Lung tapped tho lottor’ with a 
slim finger. 

“Fatheo say beatee. Last term Hop 
Hi no wlitee lettee, Ho lazee. Grand 
fathee volly angly.” 

“Grandfather!” repeated Wharton. 

“Grandfathee Wun Ko,” said Wun 
Lung. “Ho yelly angly, along Wun 
Higp Hi no) wtes lettoe.» 

“Bat what, has your grandfather to 
do with it?” asked Wharton. “Isn't 
for your father to 


‘Not in, China,” said Wun Luag 
simply. _“Grandfathee say beatee, 80 
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I-I rather think, she'd get 


stickeo?” 


4 


fathee say beatee, If not, grandfathee 


“Beatew relly hard, big bamboo ! 
raid Wun Lung. 
Wharton gazed at him. 
“How old is your 
Lungi” ne asked, 
1 pean ¥ Wing my leg 
nappose you're. pull 
said he sapeann of the Greyfriars Re- 
move. 
“No pullee leg,” said Wun Lung. 
Me Tike Tanhiomo, old chap vely 
sh. No pullee leg.” 
Bat doc an old gent in China beat 
aston fifty years old?” exclaimed 
Wharton. 
nodded. 


Wan Lu 
“Siporo he angly, he beatee,” ho 
answered, "“‘Plentes times, Wun Ko 
beates Wun Chung Lung, big bamboo. 
You lendes mo stickee ? * 
"Oh, my hat!” eaid Wharton, "1—I 
say, can't you let the little kid off 
Wun Lung opened his eyes wide. 
"How, lettee off, when fathoo soy 
beatee?” ho asked, """S'potee me no 
ohey fathec, mo velly bad Chince.”” 
"Oh erumbs!” and Barry... “And 
will Hop Hi Jet you beat him 


father, Wun 


Wun Lung’s 6 ened wider. 
“iow he’ no fatten, when he savvy 
fathe tee?” he asked. 


way’ beatea?™ 
Evidently disobedience to parents 
seemed on imposible thing in tho eyes 
of the Celestial, 


heed it you like heb the onptaia Of 
i aid the oaptai 
the ‘Remove. think Th Yeavo 
yon to it 


"How inuch you beateo me?” asked 
Hop Ii, looking up at his brother with 
patient,” almond eyon P 

“Twenty whackee, big stickeo,” eaid 


Wun Lung. 

Hop Hi sighed. Won Lung leaving 
arental letter on the table, went 
Into. the hall to solect one of 
Golonel Wharton's sticks. 

Harry Wharton passed out of tho 
french windows to the terrace, Johny 
Bull and Frank Nugent and Hurreo 
Jamsct Remy Singh wero thero, cunning 
themselves’ in the bright August sun- 
shine. 

“Oh, here you aro!” said Frank. 
“Did Bob tell you what train he was 
coming by?” pe 

No train this 
Harry. 


No} 
thats all,” sai 

“Hallo, what's that row?” exclaimed 
Johnny Bull, @3 a loud how! came from 
the open windows of the room Wharton 
pad eft.” “Sounds as if somebody's 
hivet.” 

“fhe soundfulness sounds es if tho 
hurtfulness is terrific,” remarked 
Hurreo Jainsot Ram Singh. 

Another loud howl came floating 
‘through the open windows. It came to 
‘an aceompaniment of loud whacking. 

“What on earth’s up?. exolaimed 
Frank Nugent in alarm. “Thoso two 
giddy heathens aren't scrapping, 
they? They always 


1 

‘Whack! Whack! Whack! 

“Hold on!” oxclaimed Wharton, as 
his chums wero about to rush to’ the 
open window. “<Ite all right! IPs 
only Wun Lung beating Hop Hi—” 

“But what—” 

“Hop Hi didn’t write home 
term,” gasped Wharton, “and 
randfather ie angry, eo Hop Hii is to 
beaten. Won Lang's pater has told 
him to get on with it—and if it isn't 
dono, hig grandfather will beat his 
pater—> 

WER!” 

“What?” 
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aftorneon, 


‘seomed Ii 


ast 


is to, 


“His grandfather boat his father?” 
howled Johnny Bull. 
Wharton chuckled. re 
“Yes; it seems that's the custom in 
China!” You're liable to be whacked 


by your pater up to fifty yeare old, and 
er 
“Great pip!” 
Colonel Wharton, who was smoking a 


cigar in a deck-chair farther along the 
forrace, started and listened, “Ho rose 
to his feet and came along the terrace. 
werWhat! on earth, Harry 
a 
‘Wharton explai: in, 
“Good gad’ seid the coloncl; and 
After moments hesitation, tugging et 
his moustache, he returned ‘to his ir 


and his ci 
of Hop Hi died away; 


‘The yellin 
tho sound of whacking ceased. ‘Then 


‘the chums of the Remove glanced in at 
the window. 


a 
Fong bad 


frlenditnese, “Won 
is father, 43 9 Chine wae 


brother!; 
obeyed 
bound to do; Hop ‘Hi 


c 
Zulivietion of kis 


ently to 
elder brothor, ax » younger brother 
bound to do, for in China ago 
another word for authority. Now 
was over, evidently all was calm and 


Hi; though he was wriggliny 
sane tdaiett Ie ea 
paper drum: 


“Kare, Kova, koa! 
Cuieh bela 


Harry Wharton & Co. strolled away 
and Tefl hi to it. 


THE THIRD CHAPTER. 
‘The Man in the Train 1 


OB CHERRY, ecated in a comer 
seat, looked from the train 
window as he rolled on through 
Ayer ‘Surrey comatsrese x 

waa one other passenger in the carriage, 

But Bob had not glanced at him; ho 

sat on tho farther side, and was alto. 

looking from the window there. Bob’s 
ruddy face wor cheery smile as 
wondered how Bunter would get 

London before he discovered 

fat leg had been pulled. Bob 

hoped, at least, that ho would get back 
to Reigate too late to come on to 

Wharton Lodge that day. In 

Bunter’s case, there was no doubt that 

absence made the heart grow fonder. 


ruddy, cheery face, and then he turned 


window sgain. 
‘But Bob’s eyes remained fixed on the 
man. 

‘Ho was « man of small stature and 
rather fat, very well dressed, and wear- 
ing @ Panama hat. While his face had 
been turned away there wes nothing 
about him to attract attention. But 1 
face, with its yellow-ivory complexion 


he Wi 


iy 
that 


THE MAGNET 


2 
the summor 


holidays, 


Chu; the Chinaman who had attacked 


Wun Lung, was in prison, and. not 
Se sete ne aah ew setae 
SSat Gla. ad eon onl 

ut Cho een only the agent of 
tho Mandarin Tang Wang, in farcoff 
China; the. descendant of the aneont 
Mings, emperors inthe pre-Manchu 
days. 


And Chu, when he was handed over 
to the police, had said that ‘Tang Wang 
had other agents to carry out his 
orders, 
Wun Lung did not believe that his 
danger was over with the arrest of Mr. 
Chu, And it was with a view to his 
protection from @. possible new enemy 
that ho was staying for the holidays 
at Wharton Lodgo. 
Bob took his “Holiday Annual ” from 
» and sat down with the book; 


Hed but he was not roading, 


Ho was thinking hard, 
‘There wero plenty of Chinamen in 
Of course, but it was a coinel 
lence, at least, that one should bo in 
this particular train. ‘There wore cer: 
tainly not plenty of Chinamen in that 
‘quiet corner of Surrey, 
Bob Cherry forgot all about Bunter 
Ho had mony. ienportant food for 
Tf enemies wero still after 
ang it was certain that sooner 
gr ister they could discover hero ha 
had gone when ho left Greyfriars for 
‘the holidays. In that caso, 8 Chinaman 
might be expectod to turn up in the 
vicinity of Wharton Lodge, 
man, got oul at Winnford, 
yery small and quiet country town, 
felt that he would, at least, "bear 


watching. 
Over “the top of his volume Bob 
the. Chinaman ‘occasionally 

carriage. 


the carriage to look out—the platform 
being on that side. 

did not move. He was inter. 
ested in noting the actions of | his 
fellow-passenger. 

The Chinaman looked out, fixing bis 
ting eyes on tho board. that ‘boro 
the name of the station—WIMFORD, 
in large letters, 
Then, instead of getting out as Bob 
had more then “half-expected, he 
returned to his seat and sat ‘down 


He wes not, getting out at Wimford. 
Neither did Bob Cherry get out, ‘The 
next station, Greenwood, was at no 
great distance, and be ‘could easily 
reach Wharton Lodge from there by 
gutting across. the country. And b: 
this tlne Bob bad mado up his min 
to make very suro about that China- 
map. 

Tho train rattled on. 

Six or seven minutes later it stopped 
at, Greonwood, There the Chinaman 
aes icked bag, 

erty picked up ; 
examined his book into it, and stepped 
out after him. i 

Ho seuntered in a lejoursly way to 
the exit, allowing tho Chinaman to keep 
ahead of him. 

The yellow men passed out of tho 
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station; and Bob, having paid on his 
ticket, walked out also. 
_ The fat figure of the, Chinaman was 
in sight. Ho was moving along in a 
uiet, sedate way, end Bob followed in 
the ‘samo direction. Outside Green- 
wood there was a long, leafy lane that 
led towards Wharton Magnus, the 
village near Wharton Lodge. At the 
corner of that lano the Chinaman 
paused ond peored up at the signpost. 
‘Then he started walking quite briskly 
along the lane. 

Bob's cyes gleamed. 

Ho had wondorod whether the China- 
man had any concern with Wun Lang, 
‘and had resolved to ascertain, Now 


From the window a fat 
face and a glimmering palr 
of spectactes glanced out, 
Wt was Bunter. “I say, 
jou've lost the train 1’” 
¢_ yelled to Bob Cherry, 
“it’s all right | Good-bye, 
Bunter ! camo back Bob’s 
votes. 


could tearcely doubt, ‘Tho man had 
Patsed ‘Wimford, gone onto the, next 
Ration, and. wae “now walking back. 
From Wimford to Wharton Magnus was 
aahort. walk. From. Greentiood “to 
Wharton, Magpus ‘wae ‘a Tonga. 
Chjnamen, ae Bob sas well aware, 
seldom fond of walking. ‘Tho man had 
Biot chosen the longer walle without 
Feason. And the reason, Dob could not 
help thinking, “was thaé he had ‘om 
interest in Wharton Lodge and dia not 
care {0 approach the piace too openly; 
fo draw possible attention to hinnsclt by 
slighting at the nearest station. 

Bob walked along tho lane, bag in 
hand, at ® distance beliind the Chine- 
man. 

‘Tho man proceeded at a brisk pace 
and Bob wondered whether he would 
time his head. to. Took round. Tf he 
wens, as the junior suspected, up to mis. 
chief, ho wae likely to. be wary. 

‘The thought was in Bob's mind, when 
the man ahead suddenly glanced round 
ft the lane ‘bebind hin 


@ and walk 


Bob saw him give » slight start, 

Evidently ho slanting eyes, as they 
fixed on Bob, had recognised him os 
‘the schoolboy who had been in the 
train, 

Bob, elaborately taking no notice of 
the man, walked on swinging his bag, 
and huniming a tune. 

The Chinaman stopped, and began 
lighting  cigarcttc. Ho struck and 
threw away several matches: tho cigar- 
etto was long in getting alight, Bob 
was careful not to look at the man 
directly; but he felt the keen, scarch- 
ing, slanting yes fixed on ‘him ‘as he 
catie, up. Chinaman was not 


i@ exactly suspicious—there was nothing 


about Bob to excite suspicion—but the 
man was wary, alert, and taking no 
chances; that, at least, was how Bob 
worked ‘it out in his mind. ‘The junior 
passed him—the Chinaman still cngaged 
in lighting the refractory cigaretto— 
on. 


appearing to do 60. 
‘A glance was cnough : the Chinaman 
yas still standing where Bob had passed 
him. Ho was smoking the cigarette 
now, and apparently interested in look- 
ing over the green meadows and wood- 
lands glowing in the summer sunshine, 

Bob resumed his way. 

Te was obviously impossible to 
“shadow” the Chinaman any farther, 
as tho man did not intend to move till 
Bob was gono, Neither was it nocessary 
to watch him: for Bob was convinced 
by this time that bis objective was 


5 
Wharton Lodge. ‘That was all that ha 
wanted to know. 

It was nearly a mile to tho Lodge, 
and Bob swung on cheerily enough, and 
saw nothing more of the Celestial. But 
ho reflected that that chance encounter 
in tho train had been a fortunate ono. 
Wun Lung was supposed to be safe 
at Wharton Lodge: but with a Chi 
man lurking in tho vicinity, it wat 
necessary for his friends to be on their 
guard. Forewarned was forearmed ; 
und if gn attempt was made on the 
Chinese junior now, the enemy from the 
East, would find the Famous Five ready 
for him, 


THE FOURTH CHAPTER. 
Nobody Loves Bunter J 
“ ASTER Harty (" 
1 eee 
“Yes, Wells?” 
“You are wanted on the 


tolophone, 

“Right 

“T suppose it's Bob,” romarked Frank 
Nugent. "Ho must have lost a train, 
I think—he ought to bo here before 
this.” 

Harry Wharton went into the house 
and picked up the receiver. Ho, too 
suppoted that the eall was probably from 
Bob Cherry, who had not yet arrived, 
But, as he put the roceiver to his car, 
it was not tho powerful voice of Robert 
Cherry ‘that came through, it was a 
familiar fat votco that was much less 

“That you, Harry, old chap?” 

“Ob, my hatt Bunter.” 
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“Yes, old fellow!” camo the fat in- 


gratiating voice of the Owl of the Re- 
arg, | "Has that, rotter got in yet?" 

“Eh? — Whot” usked Wharton, 
piizzled. 


“That beast, Cherry I" 

“Fathead! What do you kmow about 
thatt? asked Harry. “How the 
thump did you know that Bob w: 
coming hore to-day?” 
met_the bruts at Reigate,” ex- 
plained, Bunter. “Twas coming on 
10, 


“Oh, my hat!” 


“He pretended he was taking that 
train, you know, and so, of course, 
T thought, jt, was, the Witntord train, 

jumped in— 
"ta, ba, ba?” 

“Are 


ou laughing, you beast?” 


hi 
then I hed to wait a long time 
ato—' 


‘teem jolly amused | about 
something,” snorted Bunter. can 
tell you I’ had hardly strength enough 


to stagger home to tea.” 

There wos an an, anort on the 
folphone” By Buame, evidently, 
nd? not found. the episode amusing. 

“And when I got in,” went on Bun- 
ter, in @ thrilling ¥ I was late 
for tga, and Sanmioy ‘had eaten all the 


e 
“Ha, ha, hal” 
“Oh, cackle away 

bitterly,“ Gacklo away! 

ako lett, 
it when I 


only one © 

was, just af 1 

You jo'd_ have loft it 
uldn't you? But she only 
sicker im cago got it” 

“Ha, ha, ha 

“Well, ‘I'm phoning from home 

Bunter. “From Bunter 
a know.” 
1 said Barry. 
SiBh? What do vou mean by goad?” 
“T mean what f say! Stay ak Bun- 
ter Court. Good-byo,”” 
“Hold ‘on, old chap. I. haven't 
finished yet.’ I say, I told that beast 
Gherry that 1 was coming to. your 
placo, old fellow—sort, of little happy 
surprise for you—seo?” 

“T don't sco.” 

“Oh, really Whartoo! My 
was to drop in, ‘and give you a plea- 
sant surprise, But now I supposo that 
brute has told you that I’m coming. 
‘That's why I'm ‘phoning, see?” 

Harry Wharton smiled and frowned 
‘at the samo timo. Bunter had 
‘ently intended to take Wharton 
by surprise, und trust to luck to con 
solidate his "position, as it were. Now, 
owing to Bob Cherry, the garrison 
would be on their guard, 40 to speak, 
and on the look’ out. So the fat 
junior “was feeling his ‘way by tolo- 
Pook hore, Banter—” began the 
captain of the Remove. 

“Of course, I know you'd be jolly 
glad to 800 me, old chap.” 

"What on earth put that idea into 
your head?” 

“Oh, really, Whacton—” 

“Go and 2at coke.” 


" anid Buntor 
‘There. was 
and Bessio 
ot in, 
for me, 


bagged 


idea 


“Ho, he, be! I say, old chap, I've 
refused several pressing invitations, to 
‘Tue Magner Lisnary.—No, 1,176, 


give you the Test weok or two of the 


vag— 


“Better took them up again, then.” done 


“Lord Mauleverer 
hagd to go to the Toxore— 
"Well, you know the way to Maule- 
er, Towers.” 
D'Arcy, of St. Jim's, wrote m 
very pressing lettor—urging me to 
stay 

“To stay away?” 

‘No, you beast; to join him for the 
rest of the vao. T refusod. I 
felt ‘that 1) couldn't let dows my old 

Is, I was going to give you a joy- 
ful” surpriso—but’ now that ‘beast 
Cherry has. w: 


pressed me very 


‘Zour: 


ARE YOU A JOKER? THIS = 
FELLOW IS-—And He's Won A 
Topping Prise forthe ke 


know, father, but they 
cash-regleters nowadays!” 


Pocket knife to“ Magnet” 
Reader,” 410, First Avenue, Ver- 
ntreal, Quebec. 


dun; "via 
ide 

Note.—All Jokes and Limericks 
should be sent to: c/o Magnet,” 
5, Carmelite Strect, London, E.C.4. 
nc 
“Aa what?” 
“Boot” 

“Beast! Look bere, 
you don’t want me—" 
“You've got it” 
“If that’s, whst you call chummy, 

Wharton—' 


‘Wharton, if 


do! 
“He, be, 
| "What aro you cackling at, you fat 


joke, old 
“T'm_ not joking!” rosred Wharton, 


“and if I God you anywhere nesr the 
Ledge, I'll boot you.” 
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“Boast 12 


“T'll jolly well go avd tell the gar 
er, now, to turn the hose on you, 
you show up!” exclaimed Wharton. 
Mind, I mean that!” 

“If that’s the way 
}, after ell Pvo 


treat an old 
jone for you at 


B Je, old chep? Has 
ho, asked after mo?” . 
“No. 


rather a enufly old fat- 


‘His, your sunt asked after met” 
a, 
“Well, he's rather an old cat, 


sho?” 


" 


come to the Lodge, as I told you before 

wo broke up af reyttiars fou remem- 

bor I saved, his life from that Chincto 
tor—" 


No, I don’t” i 
“Beast! Well, don't you think Wun 
un would be safer if I were on the 

FS 


“You'll drop st fast, enon 
for tho gardener and the hoso.' 
“Of couree, I should decline to como 
to any place whore I was not wolcomo, 
Wharton! Qn second thoughts, In 


you any, of thie 
0 imaily friends-—" 


tho round of gai 
Bunter Court, T should like,» qui 
at your humble abode, old chap. 
a 1 hardly 


But 
0 how I could stand 
snuffy old colone), and o anufi 
old aunt, and a hooligan like Bol 


Chorry, and a nigger lik 
end a fathead like Bull, and a milkeop 
like Nugent, and’ two putrid, heathens 


Moy, sou can't expect 


jurrea Singh, 


ind you, too, with your rotten tem. 
per, and, rotten’ soanners—no, on, th 
Whole, T'm afraid it can't bo don 
T'm sorry, but it, can't. b 
"You won't see'mig again till the 
‘term at Greyfriars.’ 


oodness 

“ull, if you yoally ant mo—" 
added Bunter, as if relenting. 

don’t!” 

“Very woll, go and eat coke? But 
look bere, lot mo. speak to Won Lung 
on the phone, will you? Its rather 
important.” 

“You can't borrow money by tele- 
ar a 

“Til call bim, if you like, fathond 1" 


‘Wun Lung wa3 in the hall, and Whar- 
ton called to him. The little Chineo 
came to the telephone. 

“Bunter wante to speak to you, kid,” 
said Harry. 

"No wantes speakeo fat ole Bunteo.” 
II him to, then,” said Barry, with 
a mile, and bo handed the receiver to 
Wun Lung, and departe 

(Continued om page 8.) 


Fascinating Competition. Join-in To-day! Exclusive to MAGNET Readers. 


TWO DANDY SOUVENIR BATS AUTOGRAPHED 


BY THE 


AUSTRALIAN TEST HEROES 


_TWELVE 4 HORNBY TRAIN” SETS— 


T™8. is the thint week of our 
octet fo which you have the 


you ro a 

ang Bossy you cb sar rdering 

at the two provigus'Isouet 

‘of the ona, wi ich contain both the earlier 
eta and 


our 
we the Tied, Sct of | them. 
‘vou mil quickly. aoe Now the. pazzies ane 
worked oul, Bach et ‘of x Be 


Be Shells emer ea eas 
het they elven you-—and Were i your 


aa 
eoirtee Phreatted 
Ee cd 


fourth 
Hothor with full instructions for 
Stour entries, And haally, remember there 


NOTHING AT 
ALL TO PAY. 


YOU Can Find 
the Answers 
HERE. “all 


' 
i C 
eg i 


OH, RICBARDSON, ‘BAND: 
HAM, SIBBLES, STAPLES, STORER, 
IN, TYLDESLEY, " WALKER, 
WALL, WATSON, WHITh, WILSON, 
Yoowrou, ‘WORTHINGTON, Walene, 
‘The Two Facet, Bats, fully fe ee bs other attempts entered. Any entries brad 
Pe eit Z RULES = Sigirsugies ty seen 
Seka soe LES (a oe 
ies eoaeions te eer sets, of “Cricket (which must be strictly adhered to), ties ears ae Ce ae eee he x 
{Bia trotve sped“ Woroby oan "gete will follow io onder of correspondence ean be ent ered inte ee 
merit The Eaitors declsion will be final and legally binding, and he 


7 pomberof ences may be went, but each ext mutt be sores te vide the value of th cenry, 1m the 
cps ay ba sent Bt Re ee “aan SE igut to divide the value of the prizes It neccesary, in th 
sclitoas Wied tn EN Wand must be separste "Pimployees of the propeltors of Maanns must not compete 
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a 
PERIL. FROM THE EAST! 


(Continued from page 6.) 


“Fates ugly ole Buntee 1” said Wan 
Lung into the transmitter. 

“Oh, really, Wun Lung——” 
“What you wantee speakee, you fat 
ole fumpee?” . 

“Tsay, old chap,” came the fat voico, 
in persuasive tones. “You know you're 
in frightful danger, don’t you?” 

“sBosheo 1” 

“Tm coming to the Lodge to keop an 
eye on you, and—and guard you, sano 
ae I did at Grosfriars. You'd like me 


that you'd 
Sea? “Now, is it a go?” 


“No goey |” 
‘ “Ladle here you little heathen beast, 


‘No likeo fat ole Buntoo! No likeo 
Jenty too muchee,  S'posee fat 

Buntoe comey, me Kickee velly hard.” 
‘There was a snort over the wires. 

‘ou little beast! You'll be sorry 

Y’'m not there when some Chineso beast 

gets fler you, without me to protect 


Chinaman ne comey, holes” sald 
 “S'posee ho comey, 
Mikes bottes than fat ole Bunteo 


“Yah” . 
There a whir sa Bunter 
with emphasis. Wun Lung @ 
put up the receiver. 

‘At tho other end Billy Bunter snorted 
with wrath, Without him, be was con- 
Vingod, tho little party ‘at Wharton 
Lodge could not possibly 
But the little party ovidontly 
that it'eould, "Homo, sweet home, was 
all that remained for William Goorgo 
‘Bunter—unless ho could think of a way. 


THE FIFTH CHAPTER. 
For Itt 


R. BUNTER grunted. 

M ‘Tho plump stockbroker had 
fat little grunt, very much 
like ‘that of his” hopeful. con 

William George. 

jorning, and Mr. Bunter sat 

iefasttable. 

Sammy Bunter, and 

t there also, and Mi 


broaktast. En : 
meal was a serious matter—a very seri. 
Sus mater Tt wan a. matter” that 
required, and received, sedulous atten- 
tion, : ' 

Billy Bunter was frowning a little, 
p 


00. 
‘Bunter had been @ long time at hora 
now. Whatever charms home, sweot 
home, had for Bunter, it had lost them. 
‘That vacation his luck had not been 
good. ‘Tho innumerable friends who 
sere anxious for his company seemed 
to be able to get on without it remark- 
ably well, Wharton Lodge was his last 
Fesource, and if it foiled him ho was 
Ianded at home till the new term at 
Greyfriars. Porhaps that was one 
reason why Mr. Bunter frowned. 
‘Things were not looking up in the 
Gity. “Mr. Buntor had bought, rubber 
shares in expectation of the rise in those 
elusive shares which is bound to come 
‘Tue Macxer Lusnany—No. 1,376. 


ole large enough for 


some time—but showed no, sign of 
coming just at ‘Tho tex 
collector had called several times; and 
fon the last occasion his remarke had 
been quite nasty. Bir. Bunter had read 
in the morning paper of a wonderful 
nev syetem of Toads that had been built 
in Polestine—and the previous day his 
Ford bad nearly come to grief on 
Surrey road that badly needed repair. 
This annoyed Me. Bunter; he was even 
so unreasonable a3 to suppose that a 
British Government ought to ropair 
British roads before they. built new 
roads in Asia Minor; especially as they 
taxed Mr. Bunter to raise the mon 
Politicians, of course, move in m} 
ous ways their wonders to perform; and 
Mr. Bunter did not profess to under- 
stand what their. game was. Ho even 
suspected that they were noodles who 
did not know how to do their job. 

For all these reasons, ‘Bunter 
frowned at the broakfast-tal 

He found some comfort in a breakfast 
three, while his eldest 
‘away enoogh for four or 


son packe: 
five, 

As a paront, Mr. Bunter felt a natural 
satis(achion in seeing that his sons hed 
healthy appetites. But as tho man that 
had to pay the bills with whatever, was 
left over from bis incomo-tax, perhaps 
Luis satisfaction was a little dashed. 

‘There was no doubt that when all tho 
Bunters wore at home, the food bills 
‘Were enormous, 
init, Bani did not wholly ke draw. 
ing the choques for ees. 
But ‘there, at, feast, ho kagw that. he 
stood to win, ‘There was no doubt what- 
fever that thn Dusters, at school, ate 
their monoy’s worth. 

‘Me. Bunter granted o 


frowning across the 
Bunter, aud Bill 


beautiful blank. But sho always agroed 
with Mr. Bunter, following tho line of 
Toast resistance, which was tactful. Bre. 
Bunter’s chief’ oocupstion of «morn 
ing was to keep things smooth and 


sant aa far’ as possible till ‘the 
front door closed with a bang behind 


verted 
now; but Mrs. Bunter’s placid mind 
could not follow so swift a transition. 

Rag mer she saic 
roads really four-and-sixpence 
pound? Shocking!” 

‘Snort from Mr, Bunter. 

“William |” aca 

“Yes, father?” said William. 

Jeenal parent ‘through bie big: sper. 

ternal parent through bis 
faces Be that Mr. Buster 
would not lose his train that morning. 
dad understood, from, you, Willitn, 

at you were passing the greater pari 
oo eS ees 
rionds. 

“Um” ssid Bunter. 

‘It was really his own fault. When 
Bunter was at Greyfriars his chief topic 
was the gloriousness of that palatial 
residence, Bunter Court. When he was 
at Bunter Villa his chief topic was the 
devoted friends at school who longed 
and yearned to see him in the holidays. 

There was no reason, so far as his 


‘eferring to the incometax lad 


THE MAGNET 


father could see, why this longing and 
yearning should not be gratified. 

“But it is $0 nice. to have William 
at home,” said mild Mrs, Bunter. 
She was an affectionate parent, and, 
like many mothers, she found the school 
vacation short. Mr. Bunter, like many 
fathers, found it long. 

Grunt from Mr. Bunter. 

“Noisy boys continually about the 
house,” he said. 

"My dear!” ‘said Mrs, Bunter—sho 
could® not, possibly say. “Scandalous t” 
or, “Shocking !” to. this, 

“No peace ¥ said Mr. Bunter. 

‘Mrs. Bunter sighed, wishing that Mr. 
Bunter would keop to tho roads in Asia 
Minor, and four-and-sispence in the 
pound, On those eubjects 
was no harm in a harassed taxpayer 


‘Mr, Bunter breathed hard, an 


ssed 
the dish. Hi younger, tot, den 
was thinking of something more im: 
portant to him than a thundercloud on 
the parental, brow. 

“William |” 

“Oh! Yeo, father?” 

“L'see no’ reason why you should 
nogloct the invitation that your Triend 
Wharton pressed upon you, as you have 
mentior several times.” 


angone 
“Why have you refused itt” 
“Inf haven't exactly. refused iti" 


gasped Bunter, “But—” 
7A change, will do sou goad,” ssid 
‘Mr, Bunter, “and 1 will not deny that 


‘@ change will dom to, You 
idly about the place,’ William.” 
TA woot for a walk yestorday: 
‘You waste your time in shoer idle. 
ness,” said Mr, Bunter. “You loaf and 
Joli! What have you to say?” 
“Will pass the marmalade, 
lease ?”” 


” hooted Mr, Bunter, 
‘not speaking of marmalade, sir | 
Higye'you done your holiday task fet" 

“Nunno! I—lI've been thinking, about 
it an awful lot,” said Bunter “Tt it 


wants a lot of thinking out.” 
“Pooh! Nonsense" 
Waiting? = Waiting toh 
Vitis egin your 
holiday tank?” ee 
‘Nunno—Wwaiting for the marma- 
lade. 


Mr, Bunter almost hurled the marme- 


le 
“My dear!” said Mrs, Bunter. 
Snort! 

Breakfast proceeded in an electrio 
atmosphere, "Roads in Minor, 
income-tox, at, four-and-sixpence in the 
pound, ond noisy boys about the house, 
Red combined t@ irritate Mr, Bunter 
added to the obstinacy of the rubber 
shares that, like wary fish, would not 
ri 


$0. 
Mr. Buntor had eaten enough for 
only three, a0 far, When he had oaten 
‘enough for four his brow cleared and 
calmed. Like many middle-aged gentle- 
men, Mz. Bunter was botter tempered 


after breakfast. He grunted, but his 
grunt was more placable. 
He looked at his watch, and there 


was a general rising of spirits when he 
Tove fromthe table, oy if they roo 
Sutematically when Mr. Banter rose, 
"The. Ford shorted ovtide, to take 
Mr. Bunter to the station. ‘That car 
Yeas another of Mer Bonter’s grievances, 
Hie could have afforded a much better 


EVERY SATURDAY 


iCOME 


generat intorese? 


OME time ago T asked any of you 
follows who spent “unusual ” 
holidays to drop mo a line and 
tell mo all about them. This 

meek I've received a letter from John 
urvey, of Northampton, who certainly 
‘seems to have had a good time on his 
holidays. Ho went to Somersot, and 
game ‘across a place which must cor- 
tainly be one of the most interesting in 
the country. It rejoices in the romantic 
namo of 


WOOKEY HOLE! 


Sounds quite “spooky,” docan’t it? 
And, 8. matter of fact, thore are lots 
‘of spooky legends connected with this 
quaint, place. To begin with, Wookey 
Holo of the “most pictures 


go! 

‘All sorts of legonds are told regarding 
the eaves, ‘& massive, stalagmite 
formation is still known as “Tho Witch 


car if hig_money had not been spent 
on roads in Asia Minc 

Billy Bunter, after @ hasty glance 
fo mako sure ‘that thero was nothing 
left unoaten, followed his father out to 
tho car. 

‘Mr, Bunter regarded him stern! 

“What do you want, William 

“A lift to the station, dadi” said 
William meckly. 

‘Mr. Bunter’s brow grow less stern. 

“If you mean thet you are going on 
visit to a friend—! 

“That's it, dad! Tho fact is, TXT feel 
that I've rather noglectod "Wharton 
after his pressing invitations—" 

‘Mr. Bunter looked almost gonial. 

If Billy Bunter departed to visit o 
school friend there would still remain 

Still, one third 
would be gone. 


That was something 
“Jump int” he said. “Bat aren't 
oy tag's bap Or, something” 
“Oh, that's alf right,”"aaid Bunter. 
“1 ean bocrow e fow things. Nothing 
delights Wharton mote—he's 80. jolly 
ig to get zo to Hie place 
ory well then-—jump in 
“I you walt just’ a tek, aad, 
while 
“'Nonsons 
“While T say good-bye to mums—" 
“Oh1 Yer! Very well! Be quick 


skod Sai 
amy. 

cing?” aake . 

“Hurrah!” ssid Sammy. 


INTO THE OFFICE, BOYS! 


Here your Editor ts pleased to answer questions and discuss 

Write fo him Editor of tho Mognet, 

Gamated Press, Ltd. Fleeiway House, Farringdon Street, BCA. 
stamped and addressed envelope wilt ensure @ reply. 
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‘of Wookey,” from thestrong resemblance 
boars to the head of an old woman 
with @ hooked nose. And, judgi 
tho finds which have been 
caves, there i: 


‘made in the 


ass on, bat the most interesting thing 
which ho telle me is that, th 20 
fewer than four stories of caves ebove, 
‘and that most of thete have not yet been 
explored! Here is 


‘A OHANCE FOR WOULD-BE 
EXPLORERS! 


When I read that T wanted to pack 
up at once and rush off to Wookey to 
get permission to explore the caves. 
o's & fascination in treading where 
the foot of no man has trodden beforo, 
except, perhaps, those prehistoric men 
of whom we know 40 little. So if your 
Editor suddenly vanishes one of these 
‘days you'll know where to find him ! 


Here are a fow 
RAPID FIRE REPLIES 


to questions from othor renders: 
Paul Hardwick (Bridlington): Shrove 


“Fino!” said Bessio. 

ee 

“My dear William——” said Mrs. 
‘Bunter. 

“Good-bye, mums,” said Bunt 
“Go and eat coko, ‘Sammy! Your 


hair's untidy, Bessie! Good-bye, 
mums, old dear.” 

‘Tho Ford snorted away, with Billy 
seated beside his plump pater, From 
the window waved 
hand in delighted fa: 
snorted and groaned 


of the Ford, regarded. bi 
‘with real affection. » William would be 
fone before he got home, that night. 
‘That reflection was enough to make Mr. 
Bunter affectionate. 

Half-way to tho station he made an 
effort, worthy of the Heroic Ages, or of 
the Noble Army of Martyrs, 

“Have you any money, William!” 

Bunter’s beamed behind _ his 
spoctacles. He had hoped for this. Had 
this hope remained unfulfilled he ‘would 
have hed to raise the subject himeelt. 
It was ever so much better for Buntor 
senior to raise it. 
threepence, 


father,” be 


Bunter did not confide to his father 
his ri ‘ways of travelling without 
pees, his een) vanes, ed 

Santer was convinesd, very clever, bat 
ho realised that the’ lest’ eaid. sbout 
them the better. 


Mr. Bunter drove thought- 
ful. “Another quarter of s mille and be 
‘made another effort. 

ik pound” be remarked, 


9 


‘Tuesday is the day before the first day 
of Lent, and on this day poople were 
shriven or “shrove ” of their sins, which 
is why the day is so called. With 
regard to your second question concetn- 
ing tho “nail through finger” trick, tho 
nail is a specially prepared ono, which 
may be purchased from any magical 
dealers for © fow pence. Ié is really 
slipped over the finger, and the two 
ends aro held together by means of a 


y half ring. 


Now to next, week's programme, To 
head tho list is another stier 
‘complete yarn in the unique 
series, entitle 


“THE FOE FROM THE SKY!" 


‘and for the thrills it contains is is un: 
beatable, ‘This story of Frank Richards’ 
is a winner, 

Next on the list comes “The Flying 
Spy !” by George E. Rochester, of which 


there will “be another fullof-tbrills 
instalment. 
‘Then there aro our shorter fonturcs. 


Another edition of the 
‘Heratp I amuse interest 
You; our rhymoster makes morry with 
‘another Greyfriars correspondent ; and 
romember that next weok's puzzles, are 
fhe laat in our fascinating competition, 
‘You will bo told thon where and ho 
to send in your solutions. While it is 
in my mind let me montion that I have 
acranged for a novel footer feature, end 
it will be starting very soon, Cheerio, 


chums! 
YOUR EDITOR. 


“How long will you bo slaying with 
Wharton?” * si 

“Until the end of the vac," anid 
Bunter recklessly. “I've decided on that 
now, fathor,” 

He could only hope that Wharton 
would decide on it, too. 

Mr. Bunter drove on, thoughtful as 
before. Perhaps he was considering the 


‘4 immense amount he would sayo on the 


food bills if Bunter stoyed away till 
tho end of the vas. Perhaps ho con- 
dered that, in the circumstances, Billy 
was entitled to a whack, Besides, he 
yas not going to seo Billy for a iong 
time, and that was such a comfortiny 
prospect that his plump heart expanded. 
‘Thoy alighted at tho station. Mr. 
Bunter bought his son’s ticket to Wi 
ford, and placed pound note in his 
‘and then, more slowly, another 
pound note. ‘Then thero was. pans 
and thon a third pound note was forth: 
coming. Bunter's eyes danced behind 
his spectacles, 

Ho rolled into the Wimford train, 
grinning with happy satisfaction, 

It was not till tho train was well ov 
its way to Wimford that cold reflection 
banished the grin from Bunter's fat 


‘Ho realised that he had done it now. 
He had plainly stated that he was stas- 
ing with Wharton till the end of the 
‘yao, end on tho strength of it he had 
been tipped three whole pounds! Ho 
was for it! Like Cexar, ho had crossed 
the Rubicon; like Cortes, ho had 
burned his ships behind him! If that 
unutterable beast Wharton did not play 


up— 
‘Bunter could only hops that he would 
play up. 
‘Tae Macuser Liseany.—No. 1,176. 
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‘THE SIXTH CHAPTER, 
Wet! 


a“ ALLO, hallo, hallo1” - 
ts ess 
“He's coming |” 


|. There was # general ex- 
clamation from the Co. 

“The Chinaman ?” 

Bob Cherry hed told his comrades 
about the Chinaman in the train, 
Colonel Wharton had been told. And 
that night doors and windows had been 
Jockad ‘very catefully at, the Lodge, 
But thero had been no alarm. If tho 
Chinaman was lurking in the neigh- 
bourhood, and if ho had any interest in 
Wun Lung, he had not so far shown his 
hand or shown himself. 

Tt was morning now—a, bright and 
sunny August morning. The Famous 
Five wero strolling round the grounds 
with Wun Lung and Hop Hi. ‘They 
wore discussing an excursion for the 
day, but entertained doubts whether, in 
the’ circumstances, the two Chinese 
‘ought to leave tho shelter.of the Lodge, 
while leaving them behind on their own 
was not an agreeable idea, 

But this discussion was instantly 
banished by Bob Cherry's announcement 
that, “ho” was coming. 

Hig comradeo, naturally, thought of 
the Chinaman at onco, But it was not 
the Chinaman, 

Bob Cherry chuckled. . 

“Nos not. tho jolly ‘old Chink,” he 
angyered. Jolly old Bunter.” 


“Bunter 1” 

“‘The fat bounder 1” 

Bob was glancing ont of the open 
gateway when he made th announce. 
ment. “His chums joined bh nd 
Jooked along the road. 

‘From tho direction 'of Wimford a fat 
figuro camo in sight, and a largo pair 
of 


‘spoctactes flashed back the rays of the 
aun, 

Tt was William Goorge Bunter, 

‘Harry Wharton stared at him blankly. 


‘tho Owl of the Remove was 
distance, und bad not observed tho 
Juniors in tho gateway. Ko was red and 
he was perspiring, and he puffed and 
blow ns ho rolled slong in the hot sun. 
“Well, my hat !” said Whatton, 
Ho glanced round. at the dri 
Judson, the gardener, was handling 
hose, which trailed along like a wrig- 
gling sorpent from a distant tap. lo 
was watering the shady side of the drive 
before the sun came round, Wharton 
inado a atep towards him and paused. 
He hed ‘promised Bunter to. turn, the 
hose on him if he showed up, and thero 
tras the hove, as if providentially fixed 
ready for him to keop his word. Ho 
was powerfully tempted to do 10, 
Int PH paused, and laughed ruc 
lly. 
"Bother the fat idiot!” he said. 


“What are wo going to do with him? Bob 


My unelo really can't stand him, and 
‘Aunt Amy can't bear him! And—” | 
“T sharo your unclo and aunt's senti- 
ments toa ‘T1” remarked Jobnny Bull, 
with » grunt, pene 
“Tho sharefulness is terrific!” mur- 
mured Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh. 


“It’s all sereno” said Bob Cherry. 
“Li jolly, well kick him out for you, 
old chap" - 

“The kickfulness is the proper 
caper |" 


"A long kick, @ strong kick, and 9 
kick all together !” suggested Nugent. 
“Ha, ha, hal” 
“Bother him!” growled Wharton. 
Wun Tang glanced at the approach- 
ing fat igure, and then at Wharton, 
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gnd grinned his sleepy Oriental grin 
‘He glided away to tho gardener. 

“You lendee, me hosce, honourable 
gardener man?” he murmured. 

Judson looked at him. 

“Eh?” he ejaculated. - 

Judson was not accustomed to Chinese 
politeness, and he had never been 
addressed as an honourable gardener 
man before. 

“You lendeo me hoses, you pletty 
gardener?” said Wun Lung. 

“Oh, my eye” said Judson, 

Nobody hitherto had ever told him 
that he was @ pretty gardener. 

He relinguished tho hoso to, Wun 
Long, “wondering. what tho Chinese 
junior wanted with it, Wun Lun 
turned it off at the nozzle, and move 
towards the gateway, Judson watching 
him in surprise. 

Harry Wharton, & Co. moved sway 
from the ga 


fo ae, "Roar membere of tho 
were quite to give William 
George Bunter the kicking he deserved, 
but Wharton was fecling s natural hesi- 
tation a F pg he peter oe taken 
out of his hands, an ft ¥ 

"Bunter blinked at the Bre figures at 
ittle distance along the drive. 

“I say, you fellows 1” he called out. 
Swiissssh 1 Swooooosh! Splash! 

Wan Ling suddenly’ turned on. tho 
water, 

“ Whoooocop |” roared Bunter. 

Swoooosh ! 

*Yaroooooop |” 

Bunter staggered. : 

‘Tho jet of water caught him just under 
hie atcha “eed ead played 
on his podgy little nose. 
nom B Aoured ‘Bunter. “Wow! 

‘He had to open his mouth to roar, 
and it was instantly filled by a stream 
of water. 


: 
“Allee light !” sai 
savvy! Me washeo fatteo olo 
WINS Foor Help { Stoppit! Wh 
‘aroogh | Help! Stoppit | Whoop :” 
Swish} Swash! Splash | 

“Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow |” 

Billy Bunter scrambled to his feet and 
strove wildly to dodge the stream of 
water. But ho strove in vain. ‘Tho jet 
followed his every movement, directed 
by an uncrring hand, z 

“Owl Wow! Stoppit!” shricked 
Bunter. “Beasts! Mako that potty 
hoathen stop it! 1 sey, you fellows—I 

‘Ha, ha, ha!” 
“Buntor’s getting wet !"* 


Cherry, 
“The wetfulness is terrific!” 

“Yow-ow-ow! Help! Whooop ! 
Beasts!” yelled Bunter. “I'll jolly well 
lick the Tot of yout Yaroooh! You 
little heathen— " Grooogh 1” 

“Buntco lun!” obuckled the Chince. 
“Bunteo lun yelly fast! Bunteo lun 
away!” 

“You checky little— Croooogh ! 
Ooooh! Fl jolly well— Ooooh !* 

Billy Bunter turned, and fairly bolted 
out into the road, followed by a how! 
ek eaten Sod ss eceams ovate 

ran Lung, ing the uncoiling hos 
after him, pursued the fat junior fo the 
gateway, still playing the jet on 

jenter’s receding form. 

‘Swish Splash, Syoooossh | 

* Whoo-000-000p |” 


Wan Lang. “Me 
unt 


chortled 
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Bunter stopped for a moment. But a 

stream of water, catching him in the 
back of the neck, urged him onward. 

Wun Lung had advised him to ‘‘lun,” 

‘And he 

out 

ose on 


and Bunter decided to run. 


strony 
behind 
no! 
on dear! ges 
“You young swe: 
ha hale Ps 


Bob Cherry, 


Wun Lung! Ha, 


“Buntee gooey!” said Wun Lung. 
“Bunteo lun velly fasti Fattce olo 
Bunteo | velly funneol What you 
tinkeo 


‘Gcorge Bunter vanished over 
the horizon. 


THE SEVENTH CHAPTER 
Bunter the Chinaman ! 


EVENGE is sweet! 
R Bunter, to do him justice, was 
not of 9 "Yengefal nature, 


his bitterest and most_im- 
placable mood, the offer of a jam ta: 
or even a bullseye, would have brought 
him round. 
But for onco Bunter wos brooding on 


vengeance 
oiled with indignation and 
wrath, as was natural in a fellow who, 
kindly intending to bestow his valuable 
timo on persons hardly deserving of 
such an honour, had been grected in 0 
very cavalier a’ manner, 

Bunter had not ventured near Whar. 
ton Lodge again. His clathes had dried 
in tho hot, sunshine, and ho was nono 
fhe vorso for ‘his involuntary wash—in 
fact, Bunter had rather needed a wash, 

But ho did not want another. 

Ho was quite dry when ho rolled into 
Wimford again—and, of course, hungry. 
Fortunately, ho was in. funds, and a 
hefty Tunch at the inn di him lot of 
good. Over lunch, however, he brooded 
on 


wrongs, 

Liko the prophet of old, Bunter felt 
that ho did well to bo angry. 

Having so effectually burned his boats 
behind him, he could not return home. 
Even Buntér's norve quailed at tho pro- 
spect of Mr. Bunter’s sui and icy 
staro if he found him thoro when ho 
came back from tho City—after tipping 
him threo pounds along with a long 

‘And that unepeakable beast, Wharton, 
had! pot played up! Instead of playing 
up, be had stood laughing while that 
other unspeakable beast, Wun Lung, 
played the hose on Bunter, 

Bunter had trusted to Juck—as ho 
often did! Luck had let him down, 0s 
sometimes happoned, indeed. often: ” 

‘After Iunch, he walked about Wim- 
ford, thinking it out. Whenever ho 
thought of Wharton Lodge, ho thought 

t least, he was going to make thoco 
beasts sit up!” Wharton, who had let 
him down after ho had don so much 
for the. beast—Wun Lung. who had 

layed the hose on him—in fact, all the 
boasts deserved the severest punishment. 
‘The question was, how to admnistor it, 

“TL jolly well wish that Chinaman had 
got hold of that little Chineso beast ” 
Euurmured Bunter ferociously. “I jolly 
well wish another beastly Chinaman 
would get after tho little beast!” 

(Continued on page 12.) 
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(Continued from page 10.) 


And then the sight of @ costumier's 
window brought the germ of an idea 
into Billy Bunter’s fat brain, 

"Ho stopped and blinked in st the 
window. 

Ho remombered the place. Fancy 
dresses had been hired ‘there on one 
oceasion at Christmas at Wharton 
Lodge. One of tho fellows on that 
eccasion had worn tho dress of 
Chinese Mandarin, Bunter remembered 
it, and his fat, frowning face melted 
inte a grin, p , 

Revenge, as above stated, is sweet 
And Bunter was planning revenge no 
Wun Lung had been endangered at 
Greyfriars School by the emissary of 
‘Tang Wang getting efter him. Suppose 
another, Chinaman got alter hit at 
Wharton Lodge’ It would frighten 
the little beast out of his yellow akin. 
Bunter, thinking it out, grinned more 
and more, : 

Bunter was in funds, and it was not 
expensive'to hire m costume, The man 
would help hin make-up. 

Ho solled into the shop at last. 

Business was not booming at’ Wim- 
ford, especially in August ‘Tho cos 
tunier was able to give Bunter his 
wholo. attention—indeed, he was very 
lad to ace & customer. He remt 
bored having seen Bunter before, and 
rected him very cordially, No doubt 
ffo'was o little surprised to hour. that 
Bunter wanted, to disport himself im 
fancy dress in tho daytime, Bunter ex: 
plained that it was a fancy dress 
arden party. Bunter was never 
Bothered by'tho trammela of the truth. 

‘Yn tho room bebind the shop Bunter 
was fixed up. 

Ho did not need to remove his own 
clothes, ‘There was ample room for 
them inside the loose-flowing Chinese 
garments, ‘ 

‘Grouse-paints. produced the required 
complexion. of ivory yollow on his fat 
fice. A. big, black, twisted moustacho 
made Bunter look years and years older, 
and. gavo. him quite a ferocious 
‘appearance. : 

Bunter blinked into tho glass, and 
was satisfied. : 

He did not know himself, Sammy 
and’ Bessie certainly would not_ have 
Known him, Nothing remained on view 
of tiie original Bunter but the spectacles 


BEE: 


peri on his fab litle nos, 
Bunter: grinned. 
Thing. that'll dot” ho remarked 


complacently. "Phat 

ke mg for @ Chinaraan. 
“T'mean, my friends at the garden 
party will take mo for @ real Chink,” 
said Bunter. 

“Tam suro of it, sir!” said the cos- 
tumier. “You look the part to the very 
life, sit” 

Bunter smirked in the glass. He had 

idea that he made a rather impos 
g Mandarin, and would not have been 
aut of place in the Vermilion Palace of 
tho “Son of Heaven” at Pekin. 

Maying left a deposit on tho garments 
which the shopman scored rather pat- 
Yieular about—Lunter rolled ow 

That ho looked ike a real Chink was 
soon proved. Chinks were very uncom- 
mon in tho quict, streets of the little 
country town. People turned on all 
sides to look’ at Bunter. It was not 
polito to turn round and staro at a 
forcign gentleman, but they did! 

‘Bunter rolled on. 

Several little bors followed him. 
Their numbers were soon increased. 
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ittle beast will 


‘From their remarks, they seemed to be 
under. the impression that Bunter was 


going to give a show, or a performance 
‘of some sort. 

Bunter blinked round at them with 
annoyance. 


‘Ho was going to Wharton Lodge as & 
Chinaman, to frighten Wun Lung out of 
his yellow skin; but he did not want to 
arrive there with all tho tag-rag and 


bobtail at his heels. 
“Look her ‘buzz off, you young 
‘Bunter crossly. 


bounders !* sai 

But the urchins did not buzz off. ‘They 
were much too interested in Bunter. 

Banter, like the ‘and dark bluo 
‘ocean in’ the poem, rolled on. — After 
him followed the youth of Wimford in 
ingroasing numbers. 

‘Ho decided to take a taxi as he passed 
the station, There were two or threo 
taximen there, and they stared hard at 
Bunter as ho rolled up. A China 
in European clothes would not havo 
attracted undue attention, But a 
Chinaman in the flowing and decorati 
garments of tho Flowery Land was a 
surprise for Wimford. 

A train had como it 
tall, lean gontleman, with clear cut 
features was coming out of tho station. 

Ho stopped, and stared very hard at 
Bunter. 

Ho seemed more interested in thi 
Chinaman than even the unsophisticated 
inhabitants of Wimford, 

After & moment's pause, and a very 
penetrating look, the lean gentleman 
‘came across to Bunter as be stopped at 
the taxi rank. 

Bunter blinked at him. 

‘Then ho started. He had secn that 

entleman with the clearcut features 

fore. Ho woe a rélation of Dr. Locke, 
the Head of Grayfriars.School ; in fact, 
no other than Ferrers Locke, tho cele: 


‘Mr. Locko raised his hat politely. 
ho said. 


st idea, but he guessed that they 
‘wero Chinese. 

Ho grinned under his grease-paint, 
Evidently even Ferrers Locke, reputed 
tho. keenest observer in the wide world, 
took him for a Chink. 

“Lan goh hsi 
ih gu,” went on Mr. 
polite tone. 

Bunter, of course, did not know « 
word of Chinese. But if that succession 
of meaningless monosyllables was 
Chinese, Bunter considered that ho 
could play Mr. Locke at that game. 

“Ki ke kay” said Bunter boldly. 

Tt was Mr. Locke’ to jump. 

“Ko ke ko kum!” said Bunter. 

Mr. Locke stared blankly. 

Bunter had heard somewhere that in 
China there wero nearly 
Tanguages, and that an inhabil 
the north could no moro understand an 
inhabitant of the south thaa a Russian 
gould understand a Spar 
indulged a hope that Mr. Locke would 
tako his remarks for a dialect of 
Chinese with which he was un- 
acquainted. 5 iP 

“Ni dzen yang giang!” exclaimed 
‘Mr. Locke, which was a Chinteo way 
of asking Bunter what he had said. 

“Tolde-rol!” answered Bunter. 
“Rum tum!” 

“Upon my word!” ejeculated Mr. 

“Tumty tum!” said Bunter. 

“What docs this masquerade mean?” 
exclaimed Mr. Locke sternly. “You 
are not a Shinarnan.” 


“Oh. reaily, Mr. Locke— 


n, yung o shwoh 
@, in the same 
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‘Tho gentleman trom Baker Street 
jumped again. 
“YF seem to know your voice,” he 
said. 


“Oh, no, you don't!” said Bunter 
hastily. “i'm nobody, you know, Mr. 
Locke. I've never seen you, beloro—i 
don’t even know your naine.” 

“pon my. word!” 

“Tra Chinaman all right," said 
Bunter. “1 can't speak a word. of 

“Awhet?” almost howled Mr. Locke. 

“IT mean—” 


“T think I can placo you now,” said 
Mr. Locke. “I have seen you at 
fou are 


Greyfriars School, 1 think. 
Bunter.” 
“Ob, really, you know—-" 


“Is this some schoolboy lark?” asked 
tho Baker Street detective, his face 
relaxing into smi 

“Eh? Ol ‘That's itt” said 


ca 
“Only a Jark! Keep it dark, 
you know! I tay, I’ve got to bo off!" 
unter rolled. foto the tox 
“Wharton Lodge!” ho said to the 
driver; and the taxi rolled away. 
Ferrers Locke stood looking after it 
till, it disappeared—slightly amused 
and considerably puzzled,” Then. he 
walked away down tho street to Wime 
ford Polico Statior Mr. Locke was 
parently on professional business in 
‘Quiet Iitile town in Surrey. 


TRE EIGHTH CHAPTER, 
A Sorprisiog Visitor 1 


© GX REAT pip!" 
G le 
pai?!” exclaimed Johnny 

Five juniors were, disporting them- 
selves in the bathing-pool in the 
grounds of Wharton Lodge, under the 

lazing August sun. On tho bank Wun 
Tang Hop Hi set undor green 

marasols, happy and contented. ~The 
mthing-pool was surrounded by old 
gaks and becehes, which shut it in 
from view except’ where a path ran 
through the trecs towards the drive. 

johnny, Bull, happening to cast 
his cyes in that direction as he floated 
fon tho sunny water, gave a startled 
ery. 

“What the thump—” 
Bob Chorry. 

Johany Bull, treading water, 
to. the path under the tres. In tho 
ridalo of the path a fguro eppoared 

‘tho driv 
into the 


g 


exclaimed 


inted 


apparently having walked wy 
turne 


from the gato ‘and 
path towards the pool 

Tt was the figure 

‘A short, squat Cl 
in loose-lowing tunic and trousers, with 
black pigtail under a skull cap, and 
fiercely-twisted black moustaches that 
curled up almost, to the spectacles that 
were perched on his podgy yellow nose. 

“Oh, iy hat!” exclaimed Wherton. 

“A giddy Chinaman!” 

“Look out, Wun Lung!” 
Nugent. 

But Wun Lung was already alarmed. 
Ho jumped vp-and threw aside his 
parasol, and stood staring with wide 
eyes at tho stranger. Hop Hi drew 
closer to his brother, in great alarm. 

“Lunt be gasped. 

And, catching Hop Hi by tho arm, 
Wun ‘Long started running for the 
house, and disappeared into the trees 
by tho lake. 

Harry Wharton & Co. scrambled 
hurriedly out of the pool, dripping with 
water. 


yelled. 


EVERY SATURDAY 


og 2 


aye 


‘The sight of a Chinaman in tho 
ri of Wharton Lodge was alarm- 
ing to the Famous Five as well as to 
the two Celestials, 

“Ts that the Chinoe you saw in the 
train yesterdey, Bob?” exclaimed the 
captain of the Remo; 


“No, is one is shorter 


two of them about?” 
‘Nugent, 


“Collar him and chuck him into the 
pool!” exclaimed Johnny Bull. 

“Hold _ ont” exclaimed | Wharton. 

Better find out if he's up to mischief 


ue. must be here after Won Lung— 
sie could he a 7 to?’ sa ak 
suppose #0, , we'll spe: 
to, him first; ho hasn't followed the 
Chinese ki 5 a 
‘Wun Lung and Hop Hi had vanished 
through the ‘but the "strange 
Chinaman was still standing on the 
path, fblinking, through ‘his spectacles 
towards the fellows at the bathing-pool. 
‘The Famous Five started towards 
him at 9 run. ‘ 
‘What © Chinaman could be doing ot 
‘Wharton Lodge, unless he was enother 
emigsary_of “Tang Wang, and was 


seoking Wun Lung to do him harm, 


‘was certainly a mystery. But be made 
no motion to avoid the five juniors as 


they hurried towards him. 


3 


Chinks were very-uncommon in Wimford, 
and when Bunter appeared, all dressed 
up, he was completely surrounded by 8 
crowd of curlous little boys and villagers, 


had asked some fellow-count 
lived in England, to call 
son. Indeod, it was gui 
since ho had beon informe: 


‘Thoy roached him in a f 
and surrounded bim, to make 
‘attempt’ the pursui 


nd seo 
robablo, 
of tho 


ing Wun Laing and Hop Hi, 
“What are sou doing here nger his son hed been in tho last 
‘Wharton. term at Greyfriars, 


“Kum ko kay!” answered the China- 


« Hoot toot-woot !” 


‘Don't you speak English?” 
‘Me speakeo smalleo English.’ 
‘Oh, good! Well, who are yout" 
“Me Kong Chong,”” answered tho fat 
Chinaman, 

“Well, what 


re you doing here, Mr. 


plenty! ‘Me comey flooa 
.* daid’ Kong’ Chong. 
‘Tho chums of the Remove regarded 
him curiously and suspiciously. Apart 
From the fact that he was~0F looked 
@ Chinaman—there seemed nothing 
alarming about him. But the more 
‘appearance of a Chineman on the scene 
was elarming, in the circumstances. 
Bull, We tho man really was a 
mesenger from Wun Lung’s father it 
wan a sue for civility. fe was guite 
possible that Mr. Wun Chung ne 


“You, como from Wun 
father?” asked Harry. 

“Alles light! Jum joo, jinky jun 
“My only hat! If that's Chinese 
it’s—” murmured Bob. 

“Koo woo foodle—loodle 1” said Kong 
Chong. " 

“Put it in English, please, Mr. Kong 
Chongt” said Harry. We" don't 
understand a word of Chineso.” 

“Me sarvy! Mo speakeo plenty 
English,” eaid the fat Chinco, blinking 
at the juniors through his spectacles in 
& way that was somehow strangely 
familiar, “Me comey flom Misteo Wun 
hung Lang. | Wanto seo Won Tang 
and Hop Hi, Makee savvy them 
plentee satce. Bad man Tang Wang 
sendeo plenty bad Chince killy Wun 
Lung, plape” 

‘Tho Famous Fivo looked at ono 
another. 

“E sou,” said Wharton slowly. 
Chung Lung has asked you to, come 
hhore and sco that his son is safe.” 

“You savvy plenty. You takes me 
see Wun Lung. Ko kum koo!" 

“Well, wait a few minutos while we 
dress, and we'll take you up to the 

(Continued on page 16.) 
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Lung's 


“Mr, 


(Continued from page 13.) 
house,” said Harry. “You'd better seo 
my _unel 


“Ho ko jo bo.” 

“Whaa-at ‘does that, mean?” 

“Meaneo.alleo light.” 

“Como this way, then!” said Harry; 
and the fat Chineo walked with the 
juniors back to the bathing-pool and 
tho dressing hut on the bank. “Sit 
down hero a few minutes, pleese, Mr. 
Kong Chong!” 

Wharton pointed to a bench. 

"Go sho mo hookey wookey!" said 
tho fat Chinaman. 

‘And he sat down. 

‘The juniors went into the dressing- 
hut to towel thomselves down and dress 
as, quickly ax they could. 

‘They Kept, however, 
Chinaman, 
collar hioa 


im eye on the 
dy to cit after him and 
ye showed signs of bolt- 


aquing enoegh, 
‘aa, Liung’s pat 
about him, and 
e would nak, fri 
and sew him.” 
“All tho same, we've got to keep our 
eyes peeled,” said Bob. “You re- 
member that zasoal at Greyfriars got 
to neo Wun Lun i that he 
was his uncle Chung. very likely 
only @ trick to got. at tho ki 
<Wolll folly wll see that ho doosn’t 
get near Lung till we're cortain 
About him,” said Wharton. "If he's 
really calling to see tho kid as friend 
of his father it's queer that "bo should 
haye wandered this way, instead of 


uite likel; 
yd in England to call 


going up tothe house, He had only 
to fol the drive.’ 

“He's given the two Chinese kids a 
seare, anyhow,” aaid Johnoy. Bull, with 


they're hiding under @ bed 


glanced out of the hut again. 
‘The fat Chinco was still seated on the 
‘bench, waitin 

Tt was certain that, from the path, 
ho had seort the two Chinese juniors bolt 
through the trees. But ho showed no 
desire to follow. 

‘Tho chums of the Remove were soon 
dressed, and they came out of the but 
and rejoined “Mr. Kong.” 

“Please come with us now, Mr. 
Kong.” said Harry. 

“Ko kim rum tum,” answored Mr. 


grunt, 
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“Is that Chinese he's speaking?" he 


mormured tg his companions. 
red. Bob Cherry, 
Well, I don’t know any Chinese but 
that doesn’t sound to me like e language 
at sll—just rigmarole.”” 

“Chinese. dogmn't, sound like 
Jauguago to us,” grinned Bob. “But 
he seems to be speaking words all of 
‘one syllable, and I believe Chinese is 
ingnosyllabie.”” 

“‘The queerfulness of thet esteemed 
language is terrific and erous,”” 
remarked Hurree Jamset Singh. 

‘Whereat Jonny and Bob smiled. The 
“queerfulness” of Hurree Singh's own 
Ianguage had often struck his friends 
as terrific. - 

‘They arrived at tho house and found 
‘Wells in the hall. The butler gave Mr. 
Kong 4 curious look. 
wr Where's my uncle, Wells?” asked 


ry. 
"Inthe library, sir. 
“Please sit down, Mr. Kong, and wait 
a fe, minutes, while I. speck to my 
le,” said Wharton politely. 

‘Pankeo mucheo !”” 

Wells placed s chair for tho visitor, 
and Mr. Kong sat down. Harry Whar- 
{oa ‘made. “sign to his comrades to 
remain with Mr, Kong, and kegp an 
‘eye on him while be wont to tho library 
to inform Colonel Wharton of the 
arrival of tho unexpected visitor. 

Whether Mr, Kong was genuine or 
whether he was a seoret emissary from 
the Mandarin Tang Wang, the juniors 
were unable to decide, but they 
no doubt that Colonel ‘Wharton would 
know how-to deal with tho gentleman 
from the Flowery Land. 

‘That the pytlemen from tho Flowery, 
Lond had tore tap seen tho Flowery 
Fane didnot vccdr “to them for & 
eased bed thy uemed’ whet idealty 
amazed hed the what identity 
was hidden ‘behind tho "yellow -com- 
lexion and the fierce black moustaches. 

ut thoy did not dream of guessing. 

‘They, ‘wore suspicious of Mr. Kong, 
But most assuredly they did not suspect 
that the real namo of Mr. Kong was 
William Gcorgo Bunter! 


THE NINTH CHAPTER. 
Not as per Programme ! 


ILLY BUNTER suppressed ® Chi 


grin. 
He had passed muster. 
That tho four fellows 

hall regarded him with 
gbvious, but it was-as an emissary of the 
Mandarin Tang Wang that they sue 
pected him. "Of his real identity they 

id not, the remotest on, 
they, like Ferrers Locke, known 
something of the Chinese ge, it 
would have been a differont matter, 
But of that mysterious and complicated 
fongue thes knew no-more then Bunter 

id. 

The disguise? Owl of tho Remove 
was, therofore, taken at foco valu 
Tadeed, both Won Lung and Hop 
from a distance, at least—had certainly 
taken him for a Chinaman. They had 
scuttled away like rabbits, and vanished 
at his approach. 

Bunter bad no doubt that they were 
hiding somewhere in the house, palpi- 
tating with terror. 

‘So long as ho remained there they 

tate with fank, in the deepest 


they could find. 
to 
beastly 


So it was hard for the fat Owl 
lives, and 


press grin, He wee giving the 

miiag oven iar Gel dooutiog with te 
even wit 

Garden-bose. 


the 


ad sweot ! 


suspicion wes kni 
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He wat not finished yot, by any 
moans, 

‘Ho had fooled these fellows and he 
was going to fool the old Colonel. How 
could they know that ho was not Mr. 
Kong Chong from China, a friend of 
Wun Tnng’s father, as’ he had so 
astutely stated? 

‘They coulda’t, 

Bunter was full of confidence. 

He was not done yet, by any means, 
Only an interview with Wun Lung could 
show him up, and he was quite. cortain 
that Wur Lung was too terrified to 
come anywhere near hint, 

He would romain a3 long as he could, 


keeping the Chinco in a efate of pale 
pitating funk, And when he went he 
would leave Wun Lung in the fixed 
belief that an emissary of Tang Wang 


had found him out,” and was after 
him, lurking in the neighbourhood, He 
would show'p again on the morrow, 
the samo guise, looking in at the gates, 
or peering over tho wall. By the 
time he had done with him Wun Lunj 
‘would bo sorsy that he had ever handled 
that hose. 

‘These fellows suspected him, but they 
could do nothing on suspicion; 
Chinaman had @ right to walk about 
Surrey if he liked. 

If Bunter could ‘not carry out his in- 
tention of becoming an’ inmat 
ton Lodge for the holidays, 
east he conld cause a tremendous 
amount of worry and alarm to th 
ates of that residence. Revenge is 


While those cheery, thoughts. were 
passing through Bunter’s fat mind as he 
‘waited in tho hall, ho was unawaro, of 
soft footsteps in the oaken gallery that 
yan round the Lull at tho top of the 
double staircase. 


snother yollow, 
it, also looking down with glitter- 


ing eyes. 

For some moments Wun Lung and 
Hop Hi watched the “Chinaman " below 
in silence. 


Then Wun Lung whispored to his 
brother, and with soft, catlike steps 
they desconded the staircase, 
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” gasped Bob 


| Ho siared blankly at the two Chiness 
jeniors, 
Wun Lung had a tong, curved Chins 


(fe in bis hand. with an edge like 
Little Hop Hi was grespi 


razor. 


caper, | my Lung 1" 
ejaculated Hurres Jamaot Ram Singh, 

‘Wun Lung did not, heed. 

With s catlike spring from the staira 
he landed in the hall, and Mr. Kong 
Chong fram China, blinking round in 
surprise through his spectacles, jum 
Out of his chair—and nearly out of his 
skin. 

“Gow!” gasped Bunter. 

‘Wun Lung came at him, Chinese knife 
in hand, looking less like = schoolboy 
than a yellow pirate of the Yangste- 
Kiang 

“Yaroooh !” 

“Hold on”? shricked Bob Cherry, 

“Stop!” roared Johnny Bull. 
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‘Wun Lung did not hold on, and he 
did not stop. Ho camo straight at Mr. 
Kong Chong from China, with glitter- 
ing eyes and flashing knife. After him 
game Wun Hop Hi, knife well to the 
fore, 

Mr. Kong Chong jumped back, for- 
gotting that bis chair was there. He 
‘crashed over the chair, sent it spinning, 
and bumped on the floor. 

“Owl Keep of!” he roared. 

Bob caught Wun Lung’s arm. 

“You young idiot! Hold on! 
you mad?” he gasped. 

‘Mo no killy !” explained Wun Lung. 
je catoheo!, No killy if that fellee 
lettee eatchee,” 

““Killy if not letteo catches!” said 
Lop: H}, with a ourish of his knife. 

*yarooh! Keep him off!" said Sir. 
Kong, quite forgetting that he was a 


Are 


Chinaman in his terror, “Oh! Help! 
Wiel, Mardect Rese" 

“Oh, my hat?” gas . 

“Me no flaid,” said Wun Lung. 


“Mo tinkee that bad maneo comey ftom 
‘Tang Wang! Me lun away fetchee 
knifeo! Catchee that bad manee—killy 
Se ta 

Copan 

Wo Lung jerked his arm loose, and 
leaped at tho sprawling, yelling’ Mr. 
Kong from 

‘An ear-splitting how! emanated from 


Billy Bunter, as the Chinee gripped 
him by the neck. with one hand. and 
with the other flourished tho knife over 
his terrified face. 

“Yarooooh I” » 

Won Lung stared at him, and 


ge Chineg 1” he ejaculated, 


™ i ” 
This follee no Chineg— 

"What the thumy : 

“Yarooh! Help! Murder! Fire!” 

Billy Bunter tore himself away from 
tho ‘astonished Won Lung, and 
scrambled to his fect. 

Ho made a wild rush towards the 


door. 

“Gatchoo!” yelled Hop Bi. 

“Stoppee !” shouted, Wun Lung. 

“Yaroooh 1 Holp I” 

‘The floeing Kong Chong was headed 
off from the door. Bunter had sup 
owed that Wun Laig was in a state of 
palpitating funk, Unfortunately, it 
teas Bunter who was now in that state. 
‘Tho sight of two razor-edged Chinese 
Aknivga ‘close at hand frightened tho 
‘Owl of the Removo out of his fat wits, 

"Phe juniors headed hira off from the 
doors ‘and Bunter dodged and few. 
Ho. rushed in tho opposite direction 
just an Harey Wharton came back into 
tho hall with the colon 
Good” gad” ejaculated Colonel 
Wharton. “What—” 


was something 
ram. Bunter reeled, week: 

‘Wun Lung’s grasp was on him again 
tho next moment, 


“Yaroooh! Keep off! Help!” 
shricked Bunter, 
Bump! 


‘Mr. Kong Chong went heavily to the 
floor, and Wun Lung's kneo was planted 
on his chest. Over tho fat Owl's face 
the curved knife was flourished in 
horrid circles. Bunter yelled frantic- 


ally. 
tows Oh! Help! Keep him off! 
I aay, you follows, ies gnly a j-igko! 
Yarosoht Help! Murder! Fire!” 
“Great Christopher © Columbus!” 


yelled Bob Cherry, “1 know that 
voice! It’s Bunter i” 

“Bunter I” yelled Johnny Bull. 

“The  estcemed and preposterous 
Pufisinter gesped Colonel Wh 

“Bunter! rolonel Wharton 
dazedly. 

“Bunter!” stuttered Harry Wharton. 

“Yaroooh! Help! I say, you fellows, 
dragimoff!’ yelled Mr. Kong Chong, 


not’ at all” Chineso now. | “Help! 
Morey! T won't do it vy: ! 
It was only « jigyjigjoke! Ow! 
Wow!” 


“Fatten ole Buntce!” gasped Wun 
Lung, in utter amazenent. 

“Ow! Help! Yooop!  Gerroff!” 
“Oh, my bat!” 

“Silly ole fat Buntee!” stuttered Hop 
Hi. “No Chince! Only olo fat 
Buntee.” 

“Good gad!” exclaimed Colonel 
Wharton, "“What—what docs this 
moan? Is this a practical joke? Let 
him get up, Wun Lung.” 

‘The hapless Ow! of the Remove was 
allowed to riso to his feet, Every eye 
was Bxed on him in wrathful amaze- 
ment. “His big black moustaches had 
been brushed off in the struggle, and 
ho looked many years younger. 


[I say, you fellows—" be 
gasped. 

“You young rascal!” thundered the 
colonel. " “What does this absurd 
maneprerade mean?” * 

“Tit was rk” gasped 
Bunter, “'J-jjust. pulling Wun Lung’ 
leg, you know! Oh dear!” 

"Pah 


‘The colonel gave a snort, and turned 
and stalked back to the library. Billy 
Bunter was left to tho tender’ mercies 
of tho juniors; and he blinked round 
at thon with well-grounded apprehen- 
sion. 


{You frabjous chump 1” 

“You preposterous and terrific fat- 
head” 

Exery membor of the Co. had some- 
thing to say to Bunter. Wun Lung and 
Hop Ui were grinning now. But tho 


v 


I didn't come here got up as a Chine 
man to frighten Wun Lung out of his 
wi Jon HOw 

“You podgy villain” : 
“I=I never meant to scare the little 
beast, for drenching mo with the hose, 
you know. It—it was just a lark!” 

ci the door,” said Harry. 
“We'll kick him all’ the way to the 
gates!” 

“Hear, hear!” 

“IT ‘ay, you fellows=—” “ 
Bob Cherty threw the hall door wide 
‘open. Colonel Wharton had. retired 
from the scone, leaving tho latter in 
the hands of his nephew now that he 
was aware that tho alarming visitor was 

William George Bunter. And his 
nephew was quite able to deal with the 
matter, 

“Give him a start, Bob! 
the biggest feet.” 

“T say, you fellows— Yaroooh!” 

Bunter’ started. 

Ho loft his big black moustaches 
lying on tho floor,” He had no tine ta 
think of them. "Tho loose-flowing garb 
‘of @ Chineso mandarin was not useful 
for sprinting; but Billy Bunter mian- 


You'vo got 


aged to put on a good speed. He 
fairly flew down tho. ste 

“ After him |” 

“Tally-ho |” 

"Go itt” 

“Oh crumbs!" gasped Bunter, Ho 
negotiated the drive at an amazing 


speed, with tho Famous Five whooping 
behind him, 

Streaming with 
and blowing, the 
Remove flew for the gat 

“Ow! Groooh! Owt Oh” gasped 
Bunter. He paused for a moment for 
breath; and the biggest foot in tho 
Greyfriars Removo established contact. 
With a wild howl, Bunter flow on. 

He rolled through the gateway to the 
road. Bunter had dismissed his, taxi 
on arriving at the Lodge. Ho wished 
ho had kept. it now. ‘The Removites 
came out of the gateway after him ino 
whooping crowd. Bunter flow across 
the road 

On the other sido was a green wood, 
with a shady path lending up into it 
Bunter flow along the path, and van: 
ished into the wood. 

He did not stop, unayaro that the 
juniors had pursued him no farther 
than the road. 

(Continued on nezt page.) 


respiration, puffing 
apless Owl of the 


3 Fivo did 


not grin. They were 
wrathy. 

“TT sa 
fellows—" 
Bunter. 


“You potty por- 


thought yo 
be amused 
“You _blithering 
bandersnateh !”” 
“You foozling fat 
frump (”” 
Qh, really, 
fellows—" 

“Kick him out!" 
Foes Rpeeee or| 
lows!” waspo. 
Bunter. “Diddon't 
be beasts, you 


“Te was only 
@ jiiig-joke! I 


you 


way! 
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Puficg and blowing, Bunter flew up 

the woodland path, the perspiration fur- 

routing the grease-paint on his face. 
Ruining did not appeal to Bunter, 


especially "on a hot August day. Bat 
Loot-ieather appealed to, him still less, 
“Owl Groogh! Ow!” ‘The hapless 


Ow! gurgled breathlessly ashe flow. 
" Ho tuined into one path after ancther 
in the green, shady wood, and at last 
flesh and blood could staad no more, 
and Bunter stopped. 

‘Ho had run at jeast three hundred 


yards, and rvally he had done it at a 
‘one-hundred-yards’ No wouder 
the Owl 0! 21 


against a guarled oak-trunk, breath 
spent, and spluttering. Had a blood: 
hound boca on his track Bunter could 
have rua uo farther. Fortunately, 
nobody was on bis track now, Harry 
Wharton, & Co, bad already walked 
backs to the house, regardiess of Bunter, 
“Owl Ont Gwi- Beasts! Wo 

Wooooh!”" gurgled Bunter. 

fo alid down into a sitting position 
at the foot of the oak, sprawled in the 
grass, and leaned back on the trunk, 
‘Pho sun was setting over tho Surrey 
billy "and, the wood glowed with | 

jon light 1m the openings among the 
freeg and bracken,  Iumter dad noe beed 


‘Ho loaned on the oak, gasped and 
gurgled and groaned. 

bad been a tiring day for Buntei 
Hs had had a railway journey, a wall 
drenching with a hose, & he 
and now the sprint of ‘hi 
no wonder that tho fat junior was fool- 
ing weary and worn Hy was, in fact, 
exhausted. Had the woods around bam 
caught fire Bunter would have been 
slow to move. 


Nothing but » smell of 
cooking would have drawa him’ from 
the spot, 

“Boasts!” mumbled Bunter, 


1B of wild birds 

and « rustlo of leaves in tho summer 

wind. Bunter’s eyes elosod behind his 

ig spectacles; his fat chin dropped on 
dey chest. He slumbered. 

on @ sound was beard in the 


hithorto “silent wood—w sound that 
resembled tho nt muttering of 
thunder. Anyon Rang the spot 
might have supposod that a summer 
thunderstorm was coming on. But it 
was not so bad as that; it was only 
Bunter snoting. 

‘That deep and resonant snore, which 
had 00 often awakened tho coboes of the 
Remove docmitory at Groyfriars, now 
rumbled through the quiet wood as the 
sunset deepened into dusk 

Shorersre-rer?] 

Tho wicked had ceased from troub- 
ling, and the weary Bunter was at reat, 
Deeper and deeper grow the summer 
dusk eround him. 

Plunged in slumber, Bunver did not 
hear s faint rustle ju’ the undorwoods; 
his fat ear was deaf to a stealthy foot 
step. Hoe was quite unawaro that @ faco 
appeared from the wood, staring at him 
in the dusk. 

Had bo been jake Bunter might 
have boon alarmed, for tae face that 
looked at hint hed’ slanting eyes. that 
glittered at the sight of him. It was s 
Ghinarnan who was staring at tho slee 
ing Owl—tie Chinaman that" Bob 
Cherry hed seon in the train the day 
before, had Bunter known it. 

"But Bunter was fast aslecp, and he 
heard and saw nothing. 

Blowly tho Chinaman’ drew bimself 
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from the uaderwoods silently, and stood 
looking down at asuntor. 

‘His slanting eyes gleamed triuraph. 

Muuter was still, to all appoarance, 
Chinese. “Fhe loss of his smoustacaes 
hud made him look like @ Chinese boy, 
instead of a Chinese man—that was all 
the uttorence, 

In clear daytignt no doubt the keen 
eyes of the stranger would bavo dis- 
cored that Bunter was not a genuine 
Chines. Ho had deocived Wostern eyes, 
but probably he would not bave 
deceived tho oyos of & Chinaman, But 
the light was not clear in the wood 20w 
tbat tne sun was below the iulls. The 
dusk was thiok, And tho Chinaman, 
tooking down on Bunter, saw shim only 
dimly, and to his eyes Bunter was what 
he looked. 

And Mr. Fu, the egeat of Tang 
Wang, who bad taken on tho task 
abandoned by Mr. Cha when he fell 
into tho hands of the polie, grinned 
down at Buntor with great satisiaction. 

Mr. Fu had a task to perform that 
was not easy. Getting at Wun Lung 
in Wharton Lodge war far from @ 
simple business. Undor cover of dark. 
ness the provious night Fu had lurked 

1° id found no oppor 

. Now, at the fali of dusk, be 

was in tho wood opposive the gates of 

Wharton Lodge. “He did not care to 

His being seen near the place in tho 
imo. 

"The Chinaman had entered the wood 

the side farthest from 
was passing throug! 
towards the roed when tho rumble of 
Billy Bunter’s hefty snore reached his 


ears. 
‘Mr. Fu bod turned from his way to 


by footpath on 
the “road. He 


ascertain whq and what it was. No 
doubt ho hoped to catch Wun Lung nay 

ping sooner a later, but be could 
soareoly hi in tho 


ped tg find 
wood at nightfall. So tho 
Chinoe—to all appoaran leep in 
tho wood was @ bappy and satisfactory 
sight to Bir. Fu. It wes moroly caution, 
‘and tho fear of boing soon, that had led 
him to investigate. ‘The sight of » 
sloepi unexpected 
roward!, ¥ 

Et Pinned with triumphant satisfac. 
ion. 

Ho had never seon Wun Lung, but 
tho had no doubt of knowing him at once 
when he saw him, Chinamen wore rare 
birds in that guiot corner of 
gountyy. As soon as he saw e Chinese 
boy, Fu knew at onoo that it must be 
either Wun Lung or his brother Hop 
Hi, and this follow was too big to be 
‘Hop Hi. ‘Thereforo, ho was Wun Lung. 

Je was quite a natural mistake on Mr. 


sight of a 


‘Chines was 


Fu's part, as he, naturally, ke 
aothiog ‘of Billy Bunters vesiarkeble 


For screral minutes he stood looking 
down et Bunter in the suramor dusk. 
He approached fat junior more 
‘closely’ at last. 

Ho bent over Bunter, and then, rais. 
ing his head, ho listened. The’ wood 
was silent; but it wes close by the road, 
and probably many people used the foot- 
path through it. Mr. Fu could not 
afford to take risk, aly with bis 
prize in his hands like this. It was 
necessary to keep the supposed Chince 
from selling when he was awakened. 

The former drew froo bis 
 poar-shay 
attached to i 


was not easy to awaken Buntor when 
‘he _was asleop, but thst did it. 
Bis eyes opened wide bebind his big 
“Gurreerert® 
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That was all Banter could say. 

His littl, round eyes dilated with 
terror bolind lis big, round spectacles 
Tho shadowy form “of tho Chinaman 
bending over him filled. Bunter with 
shuddeting fear. Ho made an effort to 
fiesle, but strong hands ‘were upon 

Ho sat up, shivering. ‘The grip on 
him was like a stool vice, me 

Tho Chinaman muttored » few words 


They were in Chineso, which bh 
naturelly, a that’ his prisonet 
understood. ‘Bunter did not understand 


the words, but ho understood the tone 
and the gesture, and the gleam of @ 
eurved knife that the shadowy China- 
man showed for a moment. 

Under his yellow complexion Buntor's 
faco was like chalk. ito could only 
staro in dumb borror et the Chinaman. 

Tho hapless Owl of the Removo hed 


adopted his Chineso disguise with the 
intention of frigutening Wun Lung oub 
of his wits. It was a oase of tho 


engineer being hoist with his own potard, 
for tho wretobed Bunter was utterly and 
completely frightened out of his own fat 
wits now. in horror and dread he 
Kazed dumbly at ‘tho Chisamin, while 
the dusk doopened into darkuess over 
the silent wood, 


THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER, 
Ferrets Locke Takes a Hand | 


«6 SERRERS LOCKE!” 
Harry Wharton uttered ti 

exclamation in surpr 

ras, coming, downutaire | to 
tho, hall whon Wells admitted tho 
ratber tall, lean gentleman, with the 
cloar-cut features. Ho know Ferrers 
Locke at, once; ho had often soen him 
at Groyfriars when hg had called thore 
‘on his venorablo relative, tho head 
master. 

Locko glanced, up she board the 
exclamation, and smiled to the junior. 
Wells took his hat aud stick in bis most 
respeotful manor. — Tne butler woll 
knew that Ferrers Locke was « oclo- 
brated porsonage, 

‘Wharton ran down tho stairs, 

How jolly to son 300, 

Ferrers. Locke nodded 
shook hands with tho capt 
Grgptrines Remove, 4 

“T am glad to seo you, my boy. 
Sig lied tron seme clap iat Tae 
lad of « chanoo to moet, my young 


rignds of Groyiriars again 


Haid Harry. “tho 
foligus will be jolly gisd to toe you, 
ar” 


“he gladtulness is terrific, exteomed 
sabib.” jurroe Jamset Ram Bin; 
came soross the hall. “It is a boonful 
Bloming to gaze respectfully upon, your 
serene and ridiculous countenance.’ 

Mr. Locke laughed. 

“Roll up, you follows!” called out 
Wharton, Y's Me. Locke 

‘And dounny Bull and Ni 
Bab Oberry raced up to, shake 
with the celobrated detective. 

‘Wolls bad gone to the library to an- 
pounos the visitor, fo the colons” Bi, 
Boeke was ovidently genuinely plessod 
toese the Greyriazs fellows again. 

“You bave a Chinese boy eayep 
with you, 1 thiok, Wharton?” he saked, 

“Two enid Harry. 

“Exactly! Wun Lung and Wun Hop 


ised by 


and 
ods 


” said Harry, sur 


the detestive's knowledge. * Li 
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“Yes, T have the affair in my hands 
now; that is why I am here. There is 
no secret about it,” said Ferrers Locke, 
with a smile, “TE understand that. you 
Drought tho two, boys home with you 
for tho vacation to keep, them safe from 
possible further attacks.”” 

“That's it,” said Harry. “And 
thoy’ro quite Here they are.” 

Wun Lung and Hop Hi looked out 
of tho doorway of a room whero they 
had been playing mah-jongg. Wharton 
called to them, and thoy camo up and 
wore presented to the detective. It was 
clear that Ferrers Locke was relieved to 
find them both safo in the house. 


“Mr. Locke!" Colonel Wharton camo he 


from tho library to greet. his distio- 
Eished ‘visitor nd. shook hands with 


“Ow! Keep off 1” roared “Mr. Kong Chong’ frantleally. Bob Cher 


fim warmly. “This is an unexpected 
pleasure, ‘You are too busy 8 man to 
givo your friends much of your time as 
a rule’ z 
“Tam afraid, sir, that my call—like 
most of my calls—ig on business,” sai 
Forrers Locke, smiling. “I can only 
hope that it will not prove a trouble 
predic 
take that for granted,” 
“But surely nothing 


yu 
“You may 
said the col 
has occurred in this 
hhood—nothing beyond the powers of the 
"WEN Sing—ovidently,” agreed 

“'Nothing—ovidently,” agreed Ferrer: 
Locks. "And Tain Hero to see that 
does not. Ihave had » cable, sir, from 
China—from Me, Wun Chung Lung.” 

“This Jad’s fathor 7” 

“Yes, and on his account. 1 am very 
relieved to find that he is still safe om 
my arrival here.” 

WI 'do not think he is likely to fall 
into danger hers, Mr. Locke; my 
nephew and his friends have constituted 


Mr, Wun Chung Lung——* 
id” “Not in. Chiinesa, 1 hope!” 


ict neighbour: i 


thomsolves a sort of bodyguard,” said 
Colonel Wharton. “But come into the 
Hbrary and tell me about it over @ 


a nod to the juniors, Ferrers 
Locke followed the old gentleman. 

Harry Wharton & Co. wero left in a 
state of considerable excitement. 
Fealised very clearly that the matter was 
serious ‘when tho celebrated Baker 
Strest detective was called on to take 
hand in it. 

“Now, B ” 

Seated in &,deop leather chair oppo; 
site the colonel, Forrers Locke accepted 
‘after a single pufl, 

‘Locke, as he some: 
times told hig friends, could not afford 
to smoke, More than once his life had 


Hold on! it’s Bunter ! 
dopended on cool clearness of head and 
@ nervo of steol, and he could not afford 
self-indulgence in any shapo or form. 

"ve had, as I said, a cable from 


said tho 
colonel, with 2 smile. “Or is that one 
of the ‘many languages with which you 


Eeep my end up in.a talk with a Chink. 
But I should not care to undertake to 
read the works of Confucius. Fortun- 


sa ¥eu,.arg,awaro, T think, that the 
fandarin Tang Wang—said to be de- 
geended from ‘the ancient, Mings -is 
looking for an opportunity to turn the 
precent state of turmoil in China to his 


‘They aske 
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wn account. For this reason he needs 
money, and he seems to have laid cor- 
tain wealthy merchants under involun- 
tary contribution. Mr. Wun has re: 
sisted him—hence the trouble.” 

Colonel Wharton nodded. 
(Me. Wan—you mean Mr. Lung” he 


Locke smiled. 
“In Chinese the family namo comes 
“Wan Chung Lung is 


“Good gadi" said tho colonel. “I 
seo! Ihave hoard that many things go 
backwards in China—according to our 
idens, at loast.” 

“True! A Chinaman shakes his own. 
hand, instead of tho hand. of his 
friend,” said Locke. 


rry caught Wun Lung’s arm. ‘Yow young idiot 1 


head for ‘yes,’ and nods for ‘ no." 
But it comes to tho same thing, once 
you know tho custom=liko the rule of 
the road, which is to the Jeft here, and 
tothe right on the Continent, But 10 
get down to business! Mr. Wun had 
fo. sympathy with Tang Wang's am: 
Bitions—at. least, mot to the extent. Of 
fins cing. him—and the sceret society of 
which T'ang is the head proceeded to 
put the serew on. Chu—now in prison— 
was conunissioned to put tho mark of 
the society on Wun Lung—a gash on 
his {ooo Sid's. Enito, outing toe sign 
of exiwang,” of death, buckily=i 
Understand, partly. owing to your 
pophew=Cho Peas beaten, ang, Wun 
Lung escaped that disfigurement.”? 
“fixe rageal will do no more damnago 


for soveral yearg at least,” said the 
colonel grimly. “But 1 snppose there 
arg other 

“Exactly! ‘Thero is no doubt, that 


Chu’s friends cabled tho news to Pang? 
‘Tne Macxer Liomany.—No, 1,175, 


for Me. Wun has received a new threat, 

Tastoad of the ‘mark of death,’ hie son 

is to be killed, as 8 warning to him.” 
<The villains 


“The threat is that Wun Lung’s body 
shail_be sent back to him in Chins in 
2 coffin—” 

“Good gad ! 


“‘And when he receives that ghastly 
gilt no doubt the rascals feel sure that 

will yield to save his other son from 
similar fate. Te is not only » mattor 
of natural affection, though the Chinese 
aro extremely affectionate psrents. But 
8 Chinaman dare not be left without s 
son. It makes his admittance to the 
Chinese heaven a doubtful matter if the 
proper coremonies are ngt performed 
is his son after his death.” 

“Good gad” repeated the colonel, 
“A queer people 

“According to Wester 
said Ferrers Locke. if Mr. 
Wun were so unnatural a fathor that 
he did not caro for his sons, still ho 
vould strain every nerve not to be left 
childless, Jt is a matter of religion 
and immemorial custom with a China- 
man, So you can imaging how 
‘anxious Mr. Wun is now that he ba 
learned that the arm of ‘Tang Wang 
tong enough to reach from the shores of 
tho: Yellow Sea to England.” 

“Thon he hag submitted—" 
ke shook hig head. 
lot at ll. ‘Thoro 
ko that 


idens—very ! 


2 dogged obstinacy in the: Celestial 

Mr, Wun is loss inclined than 
ever to yield to the mandarin’s demand, 
but ho’ ig terribly anxious about his 
elder son,’ 7 

“The threat is serious—" 

Quito! “Tang Wang is as obstinate 
® Chinaman as Mr. Wun, and he is not 
used to being balk ata 

“Ho must be a confounded villain!” 
said the colonel warmly. 

" hhis own point of view, perhaps 
ot,” said Ferrers Locke, “Ho claims 
to ‘bo © descendant of id Ming 
‘comperors; and there has always boon & 
strong party in Chins desirous of driv- 

‘out the Manchu emperors and re- 
‘the thron 
‘and thero 


‘hat 2. Republic 
‘Ho soes in the dis- 


will last in China. Ho sooe ce 

cord an opportunity to restore a 

Chineso pnaaty—vigh hi 
of 


the 


“Son ‘Hoavon. 


en 
to reunite Chi 
foroigners who 
tory. But whatever exou 
thay make to himself, the 
that ho must be defeated. 

By gad! Tshould say co 

With his political views I have, of 
pourse, nothing to. do,” said: Locke. 

‘Ho may mao himself Emperor of 
Chino without bothering mo. in 


Teast. But Mr. Wun has appeeled to 
me to protect his son, and that is my 
duty. I have consented to. take 


up the 

matter and seo that Wun Lung js! ko 
ine om he einai of is faba 
enemy. That is why Tam here, air 
sud tam atraid that in ofloring te 
boy the shelter of your house during the 
Wharton 


school vacation you haye made 
Logo ‘tho ‘centro ‘of Tang, Wang's 
mackinations-and caused moto trouble 
you with this visi 
Wid do not regret jt sip.” said Colonel 
Wharton warmly. ‘In fact, Iam more 
then pleased, as it bas given mo the 
plsuare of wcing you again, Mr. 
‘Pme Mager Lomant.—No. 1,176. 


ci 


Mr. Lock 


f 
day, and there 
samo train. Bob had 


al 


‘Wun Lui 
holidays 


08, 


+ Right 
“ ight 
“That is etal ten id 


a ie 


was a 


to. 


aman hes a) 
here. That thero will bo an attompt on 


assured ; 


if 


Jater_ information, 
.of my nephew's 
strived here yester- 

Chinaman in the 
his eye on, him 
gaid Mr. Locke. 


Cherry on the sub- 
y, it is very useful to 


(before tho end of the school 
‘an 


ho 


remains hero it will take placo here.” 
“He will certai 


the colonal. 
relly bi 


‘out firml 
lackmailer—for 


Maire 


iain here,” said 


iro his father for 


ly agai 


inst scoul 
‘that is what 


2H mormeMMANANNAMUANMTNMAMR ME 


WALLET! 


TO-NIGHT| 
Fmt NEUES Ae 


SPILL A GREYFRIARS 
LIMERICK and WIN A 


Billy Bunter, « Fitth study 
veal 


POST YOUR LIMERICK 


& The above winning effort was 
& sent in by Jack Bal, (7-57, Abbey 2 
B Street, , Birmingham. = = 
z 
z 


‘Tho coffin would be dispatched under a 


feigned name; and it would 


custom-house without question. 


‘oarric 
unturned to defeat such 
may command mo in every way, Mr. 
‘Looke.” 


‘out! No stone 


ry 


{pass the tho colonel, 


villain? You 


: 
lz 


a 
be cha 
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Teng Wang, and ff we can get our 
hands on bim—" 

“You think, he may venture hero 
to the house?” 

“I think he is more likely to lurk 
hidden in the vicinity, for a time, ot 
east, watching for an opportunity. to 
get at the Chineso boy, either in the 
grounds or outside the gates—" 

“Wun Lung nover gocs out alone. 
Since ‘he hes been hore,” said the 
colonel, “wo have been earful.” 

“Quite so; but——" ‘Tho detective 
paused. | “i had better bo frank,” he 
said." “The object is to. soizo ‘Wun 

and sond bi “home in. & 
cofin to China, as a terrible warniny 
4g his father to yield to the demands 
‘of the sccretesociety. Undoubtedly, if 
Possible, they will seize him alive, and 
convey ‘him to some safe place where 
their dastardly work may be done in 
ty. But—— 
” aid the colonel, 
“If the task of seizing him and got- 
ting him away should prove too diffi. 
ult, shortor and sharper_mothods will 

ly be used,” said Locke. “And 
the presence of tho boy's friends would 
Rot ‘save him from a shot from. 
thicket or behind a tree.” 

“Great gad! You think they would 
dare—” 

“There is not the slightost doubt 
about, it in my mind, Until Tang 
Wang’s agent is mado ‘a prisonor the 
boy must not leave the walle of. this 
house, Colonel Wharton—indeed, I 
think’he had better not oven show hirn- 
self at a window.” 

Colone! Wharton breathed hard. 

Zou know best-Me. Locke.” 

vo me, sit, Xam not speakin 

idly,” ald he! Baker Bizeat dstestives 
"Doubtless, for a time, the man who is 
watching will try to seize on th 

if ho fails in that I am assured that 
ho will not lot him live, if he can holp 
it, to roturn to a crowded schoo! whore 
the business of getting at him would be 
‘much more difficult, If they cannot 
seizo Wun Lung and carry him awa 
they will desl death, and alterwards—it 
‘would be easy to obtain afterwards what 
they desire to send to in the 


Fans 
‘The colonel shuddered. 


“Tt in 
Ferrors Locke. 
that it will bo 
death bangs 
‘Chineco bos, and ‘until Tang Wang's 
emissary io traced, and either arrested 
or pat under." surveillance, every 
‘iomeat may be his last.” 

“Pat under surveillance” reposted 

L The villain must be seized 
—arrested-~immediately he ie traced.” 
Yerrers Looke suiled faintly. 
“You forgot, eit, that no man can be 
fed in Kugland without a dosnite 
being made against. him. 
Neither can a man be punished for bis 
intentions, oF supposed intentions. 
Chinaman discovered in this. localit 
may. bo shadowed—and certainly’ wil 
fe shadomed—iut until he broaka the 
law by some act we aro powerless 
‘touch him.” 

“Good gad! ‘The man may walk up 
Ge eater ein eae ee 
pocket, and" 

“And until he produces the revolver 
with eridently deadly. intentions, ‘he 
‘oannot be tou aid Ferrers Locke, 
“The matter is not eo simple ax that, 
sir. "We are in the rather diffoalt ponit 
fon of eng unable to touch the 
fenomy until he strikes—or attempts 
strike. ‘Then we have bim——" 


BYERY SATURDAY 
“Unless he strikes successfullyp—” 


“T am hore to see th joes not 
strike successfully,” said Ferrers Locke. 
THE TWELFTH CHAPTER. 
Awful for Bunter 1 
ILLY BUNTER shuddered. 
B ‘Bunter was not of the stuff of 
which heroes are made. Many 
a time and oft had Bunter been 
in » state of blue funk. But at the 
present moment, as he lay in the dusk: 
Woodland under the gleaming eyes of 
tho:Chinaman, Bunter was in a state of 
shivering funk such as he had never 
experienced before, 


clearly enqugl, 
danger. The ivory-yellow faco of the 
Chinuman was calm, almost ‘msak-like 
in its calmness, But’ thero was  gloam 
in, tho slanting eyes, an implacable 
grimness in the mask-like face, which 
{old Bunter only to plainly what be had 
to ox It seemed to the unfortu- 
nato Owl of the Remove that ho heard, 
in the whispering woodland, the rustle 
of the wings of the Angel of Death. 

He tried to think; ‘but his fat iin. 
was’ #0 confused with terrot, that hie 
thoughts would not move couseoutively. 
Ho could only lio against, the oak and 
blink at “the Gzioutal in speechless 
taxror. 

‘Sposchlea certainly, 
have been but for ag. But the 
eurshaped gag, jarnmed in his mouth, 

eld securely there by the strings tied 
ound hiv hoad, kopt him silent, choking 
thé howls for help that tho fat junior 
would have uttored.. ‘The gag was tied 
in its place with scientific caro; it would 
have been a matter of minutes to get 
Hd of it. And Bunter dared not move 
finger, after tho glimpse of the knife. 

Ho knew, without being told—though 
hho iad ‘been told in. Chinese—that it 
ho stirred it was doath. And that cold 

fitter in the slanting eyes was encugh 

for him. 

‘Tho Chinaman sat squatted near him. 
hin head, bent; listening, while the dusk 
deeponed in the wood. Ho was waiting 
Bunter wondered why. And then, as 
his confused mind cleared e little, ‘and 
Bunter’s eyos fell on bi i 
garments, he. remember 

He 
th 


ho would not 


Mood. Ho could have groaned. alow 
but for the gag! ‘This villain was alter 
‘Wun Lung—and he had taken Bunter 
for a Chinese boy—the rest was clear. 
sre te ats of cour, inow Wun 
sung by sight - pro never 
hoard of him tll he received. inform 
tion and instructions from China, in 
sonle careful code by cable, from Tang 


Wang. 
He was haunting the vicinity of 
Wharton Lodge, on the watch for s 
Chinese boy—and bo had found one— 
or believed that he had This was the 
outcome of Bunter's remarkablo stunt. 
He mumbled helplessly behind his 
gag. If he could have spoken—only a 
few words—to tell the villain that he 


(a | Some 


‘Bunter could under- 
sand now the grim triumph in’ the 
ivory-yellow face. 

‘Tho Chinaman believed that he was 
‘Wun Lung; that was, indeed, the only 


may of scoounting. for the stealthy 
attack, Bunter's disguise had prov 
his undoing—the comedy was turning 
into @ tragedy. 

‘What did the man mean? What ws; 
he waiting for? It was borne in upon 
the fat junior’s mind, beyond doubt, 
Shat the death of Wun Lung was 
ihtended. 

He read it easily in the cold, mask- 
like feco. And the man believed thai 


he was Wung Lung t 
‘A thrust of the knifo— 
With shuddering horror Bunter 


realised that his lilo was only spared 
becamse it was easior to get bim away 
alive than dead! 

For that resson—and that reason 
alone! A body would have been a 
cult problem for tho Chinaman to solve 
—on the spot, But a prisoner could 
walk. Bunter knew now why he was 
waiting—ho was waiting for darkness. 
With the patience thet is o Chiness 
characteristic, he was pr to wait 
hours, if ‘necessary—hidden in the 
shadowy ood till the country lanes 
‘wero dark and deserted, and it would 

safe to walk his pritoner away. 

‘That, Bunter realised with freezin 
horror, was the reason why the knife 
till remained sheathed—becauso a liv. 
ing prisoner could walk, and a dead 
‘stim would havo to be carried at rent 
risk. 


GREYFRIARS 
CORRESPONDENTS, 


Aromantic figure 
from the East— 
Hurree Jamset 
Ram Singh—is the 
subject of | this 
week's “effort” 
from our long- 


this tardy delayful- 
Most’ iudicrous comrade of 
mine; 
Tee busy Dee Been, ot che pleyfunes 
"o dropfully send you a line. 

But better be never than lateful 

(A mazim wise Englishmen quote); 
And though letter-writing is hatefut 

T dashfully scribble this note. 


Dear friend, I am keeping well fitfully; 
My complezion’s the colour of ink; 
Yet Cherry, my chum, remarks witfully 
Phat I am, indeed, “tin the pink.” 
I ect many buns in the shopfulness 
To keep me from wasting avay; 
I slumber by night like the topfulness, 
7 bask in the sunshine by day. 


The progress I’m making is wonderful, 
‘As old Sahib Quelehy agrees; 


pupils are carelese and Blunderful, 
Their work cannot fail to displease. 
But thanks to the skilful direction 

‘Uy tutor bestowed in Bengal, 
Phe English I speak és perfection, 

And likewise the English 1 scrawl! 


a 


Bunter's fet brain swam, 


it relief, in a way, to know 
that immpdiate death was not intended. 
But when he reached a placo where the 


man considered it safo— 

It he could but speak! Would he 
have @ chance of speaking before the 
end camo? 

Bunter groaned—silently, behind the 
Fae _lhis-was the terrible qutcome of 
ig schome for frightening Wun Lung 
with tho beliof that © Chinaman was 
after him. Not for a moment had it 
erossed Buntor’s fat mind that. thero 
actually was a Chinaman in the neigh- 
bourhood, watching for « chance to fet 
at Wun ‘Lung. Hed he supposed. lo, 
certainly Bunter would never have been 
found anywhere near Wharton Lodge. 
Knowledge came too late. 

‘Tho Chinaman bent towards him. Ho 
spoke ina low voice, hardly above a 
whisper. But as he spoke in Chinese, his 
words hed no sonso to Banter. 


several footpaths, the man dat not 
give him the use of his voice for a 
Moment. But be had evidently expected 


some sign from Bunter, in reply to his 
words in Chinese, 
Ho looked puzzled, 
Again he spoke in the strango tongue 
(Continued on next page.) 


Z know all the proverbs by heartful 
ness 

A mile is as good asa miss; 

A fellow needs savvy and smartfutnes” 
To memorise maxims like thisk 

A long lane that hasn't a turning 
Is worth many stitches in times 

A dangerous thing's little tearning— 
In fact, I regard it a crimel 


This study wos calm and pacific 
When first I began to inscribe: 

But hark! With a clatter terrific 
Bob Cherry appears with his tribe? 
“Row, Inky, my bonny Black Beauty! 

Grice Bob, in stentorian glee; 
“You're grossly neglected your duty, 
We're dying for crumpets and tal” 


So now 1 must stopfully finish, 
And likewise concludefulty ¢nds 
My affection will never diminith 
For you, my most ludicrous friend! 
T send you my greetings fraternally, 
Best wishes 1 waft on the wing} 
And remain, for the present, eternally 
Your toyaiful chum— 
HURREE SINGH. 
Tue Maoxer Lippary. 


a comprchonsible to the 
fat junior, meeting only Bunter’s 
stare ‘Again ho look 

look of intelligence 


“You of 


‘Yunnan. Is it not s0, son of 
Lung?” 
Bunter shook his head, to indicate 


that he did not understand Chineso at 
all, Bunter was quite unawaro that 
among Chinese a, shake of the head is 
fa sign of assent, like a nod in Western 
countries. - 

To Fu, of courso, his shake of the 
hoad signlted what a Chinese boy 
would have intended it to signify— 


assent to what ho had said. 


es 
ars 


“I know well that you ere of 
school called Greyfriars! You are Wan 
Lung, son of Wun Chung Lung. 


useless to lie to me," ho said, 


Bunter, shook his head hard. He 
shook it in denial, never dreaming that 
wag making—to a Chinese—an 


affirmative sign. 

Tt Fu had entertained » doubt about 
his capture, ft would. havo. been ban: 
ished now.” Bunter-by that. shake of 
the head--had. admitted that, he was 
Wun Lung. 

"T know it?! said Fu. softly; “I 
new thero could be no mistake—since 
thero aro but two Chineso boys here, 
and. the. other must be, very” muck 
amallertho. litle Hop: His. Comfort 
Somselt, son of Ching Laing! You 
inust dio—but you will not be buried in 
tho land of the foreign devils, whence it 
{saifficult for a son of Han’ to booome 
& quest on high, When you have been 
slain, in. & tafo placa, you will be sent 
home to your father,’ snd. in your own 
and you will have.‘a Chinese funer 
with “mourners “and esying and ‘or 
cracker 

Bunter writhed. 

Tho words of iu, strange as it may 
scom, would havo ‘brought comfort to 
a Chineso in Bunter’s position. For 
though lifo is dear to o Chinaman, as 
to all men, custom is as dear, almost 
Goaror, ‘Tho assurance. that 
‘vould bo ten 


home to China, for inter- 
ment according to the prescribed rites 
of his country, would havo been baim 
to the soul of Wun Lang, had he beet 

Fu supposed, in Bunter's place. 

Hoar me, son of Chung Lung,” wont 
on the soft voice of Fu; “there is no 
morey for young more. then for the 
Kid in the claws of tho tiger. For the 
Lord ‘Tang Wang, the groat and peatl- 


‘the of 


hhis body to 


pgersiood the Chinaman, would prob. 
ave made somo sign of gratit 
sworn 


not naturally en un- 
yh implacable as death 


But to the wretched Bunter the China- 
man scemed only « fearful and terrily: 


ing assassin, 2 thing of horror. 
Bestel Ee tte 

a= * 

held ‘him allent, ‘and Wu laid iff 
ger on it, as'a warning to-ceuso his 


efforts, 
“I cannot speech, Wun 
Lung," ho said soltiy, “for if ‘you 
uttered ono ory, my knife would reach 
your heart, and you would perish liko 
‘a boast, and also give me the trouble 
Of ‘carrying your ‘when the life 
had departed. When it jn darker 
ill love this plece with mo—and’ ia 
& certain spot therd is oar, and wo 
a 
the opium pipe to your I 
glido from sweet ani 


R make a journey. And then with 
i will 


‘great 
your 
Chine; for your father is a wealthy 
man, and ho will sparc no expense. 
Comfort yoursclf with that though 
‘Wun Lung.” 

It would doubtloss havo beon a com: 
fort to Wun Lung, but it was no com- 
Ft he could ba kk! Would tho 

16 could. but 1 Would 
Chinaman discover 
hho carried ovt bis fearful intention in 
tho place to v Sich tho prisoner was to 
bo taken? “And i he discovered it, 
would ho tako tho risk of letting Bunter 
Fi, Bom, fit the fat Joni fad seen 

im, could identify him, could put the 
police on his track? 

Tt, was not likely. 
foreign dovil was not 
allowed to stand betwoen the Chinaman 
and his safety. Howsoever ho looked 
at it, Buntor could sce no hope. 

‘Now tho dusk was thick it was gettis 
darkor and darkor ia the wood. The 
Chinaman sat in silence for a littie timo 
longer, and then, soso to his feet 
Evidontly he intended to move from the 
spot. Doubtless he would have waited 

Ha later hour, but, in the belief thar 
Sheet ere heels 
ally” aupI ese 
would be missed and searched for. A¥ 


with 
f 


The life of « 
Iikelyt3: be 
the Ch 


soon as it was dark enough to move 
with safety, therefore, ho was anxious 
it_m greator distance 


between him 


limbs failed him. Tho 
Chinaman lifted him to his fool, Fu 

, and if Bunter 
had desperately thought ‘of strogeli 
the thought left bi 


im those steel: 


ike ono, has ordered it. But it is with of an 


a heavy heart that I shall kill you, for 
Jam riot a man of blood. I, Fu Long, 
amo man of and trade in ivory, 
and it was with @ sorrowful heart that 
I received the orders of my lord. But 
‘Chu failed my lord, and the order cam 
to his servant Fu,’ who am but as the 
dust under lis godlike fect, And if sou 
givo mo no trouble, you shall die with 
azo, with the opium pipe to your lipe, 
‘and not by the knife, “Bor 1, Fu Long, 
am a merciful man, 
Bunter gurgled. 
Wun Lung, in his place, would have 
‘Tae Macxer Lusasar.—No. 1,176, 


Syes that turned on him, the 
"© Chinaman’s bi 

nie, caused hin Tat hand, to drop ia 

ing with fear, the fat junior stumbled 


is mistake before ter 
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slong beside the silent, mask-facod 
Chinaman, through the dark and 


gloomy recesses of the wood. 


THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER. 
A Surprise for Ful 
UNTER stumbled slong blindly, 
B 1: was dark in the wood, and 
there was no path, and it was 
uphill,” ‘Those difieulties did not 
seem to trouble Fu Lony 
but only the fear of the 


in the least, 
Chinaman’s 


bushes, and bum) 
‘arm was held immovable in tho stecl- 
ike grip of the Chinaman, and he had 
nly “his right to help his passage 
through the thickets. Ho groped 
before him as ho wont, ond again 


4 and again some low branch, pushed 


sido by’ the.” Chinaman to,"make 
& passage, sprang back and thumped on 
Banter,” iiven the dreadful prospect. br. 
fore him faded from Dunter’s mind in 
tho diffcaltios and. discomforts of that 
passage through the thickest and least 
Eodden part of the wood. 

‘noe there were footsteps on a path 
not far away; end then the Chinaman 
Halted, and held Bunter fast, 


keen 
point pressed to his side, till ‘tho foot- 
Stops diod away in the distance, ‘he 


wretched Owl roalised that someone 
had passed within a dozen yards of 
them, never dreaming that thoy wero 
tare, 


Chinaman proceeded, and Bun- 
jumbled on again, 

Beyond tho wood, he knew, li 
shady lane; boyond that, a 
strotch of grossy pasture land, ten- 
anted only by ‘sheep. More than 
mile across tho “pushiro there was, & 
rond; and probably it was thero that 
the Chinaman had a car hidden and 
waiting. Now that it was dark, onl 
caution and cunning wore noeded to 
enable Fu to walk his prisoner away 
to the spot.” "And caution and cun- 
ning were not wanting. . 

After dark, the countryside was 
lonoly, And the Chinaman was as 
watchful as a cat. 

In a stato of utter misory and, d 
jectign, Bunter. stumbled, on, 1 
‘wood ‘slopéd steeply up to tho lane 
Eeyond, and tho going wos hard. They 
were close on tho lano, .when Bunte: 
feet both caught in trailing root 
and he stumbled #0 heavily that ho 

itched on his, knees in spite of tho 

inaman’s grip on bis arm. 

But for the gag there would have 
been a terrific yoll in the silent wood; 
as it was thoro was a faint gurgle, 

Chinaman, with a muttered ir 
patient word, dragged the fat junior 
Up egain. 

‘Then, instead of procceding, he 
came to a sudden halt, staring blankly 
at Bunter in the shadows, and letting 
go bis grip on tho fat arm in his 


Bunter blinked at him dismally, not 
understanding the cause of Fu’s sudden 
excitement, 


‘Then he’ realised that in his fail he 
had jammed his head against a bush, 
and the Chinose cap and pigtail had 


Become detached from bis ‘head. 
‘They remained sticking to the bush; 
and it was Bunter's own bullet head 
was revealed dimly in the 


Chinaman stared at him, stupi- 


fied. 
‘For several long moments he re- 
mained staring, evidently taka 
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h What is it? What 
docs it meant. Who are you?” 

for Fu could see now that it was not 
8 Chince that was beside him"in the 
gloom. He. understood that ho had 
been deceived—or, rather, that he hed 
deceived himself. 


Gp 


‘ Nw Hy 


‘Thore was a gtimmer of, steel, 
Bunter shuddered at tho aight of the 
knife. ‘The Chinaman groped over 
tho cord that fastened the gag in his 
mouth, He was too impatient to untio 
it; and ho out it through with the keen 
edgo of the knife, and jerked the gag 
from Bunter’s mou! 

“Sitence I" ho breathed, 


“ Silenco— 


or death! Speak in a whisper! You 
‘arg not Wun Lung? Answor.” 
“Grooogh 
“Speak 
*Oooogoh 1” 


Bunter’s mouth was numb from the 
gag: for come momonts he could only 
gurgle and gasp. 

‘Tho slanting eyos glittered at bim 
fiercel 

“Speak!” hissed Fu, 
sou are dead!” 

“I—L any—” 

“You are not Wun Lung? 
aro _not, Chinese?” 

“Nol” gasped Bunter. 

“Dog! ” This is 6 trick—a trick to 
deceive me—to secure tho, son of Chung 
Lung from my hands—” 

“Ow! No!” gasped Bunter. “Oh 
dear! I say, I'd have told you at 
once if you'd let me speak—ow! It 
was a latk—ow—I got up like this to 
to give Won Lung  seare—wow!— 


“Speak—or 


You 


to make bim think a beastly 
was after him—grooogh ! 

“silencei” 

Bunter quavered into silence. 

Fu Long stood staring, et him. Thore 
was & passionate rage in the eyes. of 
tho. Gifinaman;. a. look thet “Zhilled 
Bunter’s blood: "For what inexplic- 
able reason Bunter was dressed and 
lisguised es. ¢, Chinaman © mattered 
little to Fu. He could sce now that 


Chinaman 


his prisoner was not Chinese. 
was all that mattered. His work was 
not done, not nearly done, as he had 
fancied; ft was not oven begun. 
=I say—I” breathed Bunter. 
‘The slanting eyes glitttercd at him, 
oT” say, lemme, fo, you, know, 
mumblod Bunter. “I'm got the chap 


you want—I'd have told you so if 
Jou'd lot me speak—I say—” Tho 
tip of steel closed so tightly on his fat 


arm that Bunter felt as if the bones 
would crack. “Ow! 1 - 
“Fool! = This trick will cost you 
your life?” hissed Fu. 
“I=T any, II won't say word!” 
gesped Bitte, TY woah “ell any. 
Bo” & de 


at Wharton Lodge—I—I— 
“Silence!” 


tho Chinaman, 
ty’s sake, dared not release him: 

Tn the dim- 
more than a 
shadow to Bunter; but he could sco 
the deadly glitter of the slanting exes; 
he could read what that glitter meant. 
Ho knew what the Chingman wag 
thinking—not of releasing him, not of 
sparing. him, but whether he’ should 
take bim away from thie spot to 
safer place, of whether be should 


3B 


silence him. there and then—with a 
thrust of tho knife. That was 
only doubt in the mind of tho mau 
from the far East. 

“Help i" 4 

Bunter uttered @ sudden, ringing 
gell; a yoll that rang far and wide 
through the dusky wood. 

“Help! Help!” 

With sil the strength of bis lungs, 
the fat junior yelled. 


Teaped out, and Fu Long, inthe grip 
out In the 

of powerfl hands, was orn a 
from Bunter and borne with a 


Bunter gurgled wil 

“Fool enme. tho bissin 
will not trouble myself wit 
your blood be on your own 


voi 
zor feels 
i 7 


was torn away fi 
ith a crash to the earth, 


THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER. 
Ferrers Locke to the Reseve ! 
| ee LOCKE halted on the 


and borne 


woodland path and bent his 

head to listen, In tho deep 

dvsk, the Baker Street, detoo- 
tive's eyes gleamed in tho shadows 
that surrounded him, 

Locko chad left Wharton Lodge os 
night fell. By that time several of bis 
men had arrived at Wimford, ond 
wore waiting for instructions. there. 

Te was not the detective’s intention 


of the unknown enemy itself, 
Locke's task was a diliicult one: for 
even when the emiscary of Tang Wang 
was discovered, no action could ke 
taken till the man bimselé made a 
move berond the limits of tho law. And 
that move would bo an attempt on the 
‘Tae Macxer Liprany.—No, 1,176, 
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Jiberty, or, perhaps, the life, of the 
junior. 

To discover the man, to shadow him, 
to watch patiently until he could bo 
caught in some act for which he coul 
be seized and placed out of harm's 
way; that was a task that was likely 
to. call on all the, resources of the 
famous detective, The emissary of 
the mandarin could not be touched till 
fe attempted to strike; and if Locke's 

recautions failed, the blow, when it 
ell, might be a fatal one. 

Locke, when he left tho Lodge, took 
the path through tho wood, partly ‘be- 
‘eats it was a short cut, partly because 
he did not desire to. show himself in 


the“ neighbourhood more than was 
essential. 
He was thinking, a he 


swiftly through the "dusky wood! 
of the probiem he had to deal 
hoping that fortune would favour 
as it often had, bofore; but nover 
dreaming that it, was "destined to 
favour him through so unexpected an 
instrument as William George Bunter 
whose: fat oxistenco he had quite for- 
gotten. 

Deep as he was in thought, the de- 
teotive was on the alert; that was 
gecond nature with Forrérs Locke. 
‘And a faint sound at a distance in tho 
wood caught his ears, and he stopped, 
and listened intently. 

It w ound of voi 


hinese, 


Bob seen was 


the 
emissary of Tang Wang; he was sure 
now that the enemy was already in tho 


vicinity. 
With that knowledge, tho discovery 
‘wood 


that anyone was lurking in t 10 
roar the gates of the Lodge would havo 
caused tho dotectivo to investigate, ‘The 
jound, of « voice speaking in Chinese 

tled the matter for him. 
Ho left the path and threaded his 
way throngh the wood i 
of,the sound, silent himself as a snake. 

‘There was'o Chinaman in the woo 
that™ was enough for him to know. 
Tnseon, unheard, it was his cus to watch, 
the man and discover what his purpose 
was, 

Tt was only for a few moments that 
tho Chinese ‘voico spoke—in tones of 
surprised and passionat fF; tones 
slear enough to Locke, though be could 
atch only-a fow of f 


English, in lower and moro cautious 
tones, which Locko would not havo 
heard from the path. But ho was 
nearer at hand now, and he beard, 
though only in « faint whisper that 
kopt the meaning of the words from 
him. A _ gasping, squeaking voice 
antwored, in tones that ecemed familiar 
to the detective’s car. In uttor amaze- 
iment, he realised that the second speaker 
was tho fat schoolboy whom he had 
met that afternoon in Wimford in tho 
guise of a Chinco, 


Bilent 4 Cage the detective. 
approwched “the spots moking no 
dbund. Ile could already discern the 


dim, shadowy figures of t! 

when suddenly, ringing wildly trough 

‘the wood, came the terrified yell of 

Billy Bunter 
“Help! Help! Help!” 


‘As the histing voico of the Chinaman sa; 


followed, Ferrers Eocke leaped on the 
‘Tue Magner Lisainy.—No. 1,176, 
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scene. He caught the gleam of 2 knifo 
in the Chinaman’s hand as ho leaped. 
‘Tho next moment Fu Long was spraw!- 
ing on the earth in tho iron grasp of 
tho detectives his right wrist was 
gripped and twisted till, with a yelp of 
agony, he dropped tho ‘knife. 
pgbilly Bunter” staggered “ageinst = 
ree. 

He had only a faint idea of what was 
happening, with his fat brain swimming 
with terror. But he knew that someone 
had come to his rescue, that the China 


man and the newcomer were locked in Leel 


‘2 desperate struggle on the ground, and 
hhe gazed on the scenc, dumb with terror, 
his oyes almost starting through his 
spectacles. 

Fu Long, disarmed, clutched at tho 
detective with both hands, clutching and 
clawing like a tiger, his slanting eyes 
blazing with fury. 

Locke was sinewy and powerful, but 
he had his hands full with the desperate 
man, once Fu had recovered from the 
surpriso of the sudden attack. 

‘They rolled on the ground, Sghting 
ike miata guoplag. pecung, eoling: 

“Oh erikey ! gas inter. 

Tho Chinaman was undermost, but he 
writhed like an cel and dragged himself 
from under the detoctive. Ho released 
‘ono yotlow hand, and made » clutch at 
the curved knife that lay in the grass. 

‘Locke wrenched him back, and they 

detective punted. 


struggled again. 
the 


“Got hold of that knife, you fat 
fool {"” 
“Oh! 


‘gerous weapon in Bis 
“Oh crumbs! Ite Mr. 
gasped. “Oh crikey! Oh dear!” 
Knew the roice of the detective. 
Te did not seem to occur to Bunter to 
lend 2 hand in the desporato struggle. 
Ho stood blinking at it, his fat knces 
knocking together. 
"The Chinaman fought like a madman, 
Locke was uppermost again, and 


0!” ho 


at last ho found an opportunity, of 


‘natebing the automatic from his pocket, 
and the muzzle was jammed in tho 
furious yellow face. 

“Now, you scoundrel!” panted 


co. 
Tt needed but the touch of his fn 

to blow the Chinaman’s brains out, 

tho yellow man 

tho pistol. "Locke 


‘There was @ groan from Fu, and his 
grasp on the detective relaxed. He lay 
inert in the 

Ferrers Locke rose breathlessly to his 
koeel, ‘The grim struggle had told oven 
‘on the iron-limbed detective. 

‘Tn a moment he had slipped a pair of 
handeuffs on the wrists of tho stunned 
Chinaman. 

‘Then he staggeret to his fect, panting 
for breath. 


you got him, Mr. Locke?” 
rou are safe now, my boy,” said the 
detective 


i 


“Oh dearl Are vou sssure he's 
safe? gasped Bunter. 


“Oh crumbs! I—I wasn't frightened, 
you know!” stuttered Bunter, realisi 
that the dangor was over now. “I—I 


Do you know who he is?” asked 
Locke, 
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He stood looking down at the China. 
man, whose yellow faco already showed 
signs of returning consciousness. 

“On dear! Yes! ‘The bosst is namod 
Fa Long! Oh crumbs! Ho took mo far 
Wan Lung, you know, becauso of this 
clobber! Ow! He had mo gagged! 
Grooogh! ‘Then my pigtail came off, 
and he took the gag away to find out 
who I was! Oh dear! Then 1-1 
yelled! I—TI say, tho beast is coming 
to! Look out 1” 

“He is safely handeuffed,” 


said 


“Oh, good!” gasped Bunter. 

‘Tho slanting eyes opened, and tho 
Chinaman stared up dizzily. 

For a long minuto ho stared in dazed 
lence, and then he seemed to under- 
rs He gave one powerful wrench at 
the stecl bracelets on bis wrists, and 
then, with the knowledge that he was 
a helpless prisonor and that the gamo 
was up, ho shrugged hie shoulders with 
Oriental fatalism. 
my ‘prisoner, Fu Long!” 
quietly 

tho man to, his feot. 


“You will cortainly follow!" said 
Ferrers Locke griraly. “You will bo 
handed over to the police on tho char 
of attempted murder, and they will take 
aro of you for a good many years to 
come!” 

“Tt is Fotet” ropoated Fu calmly. 
“But if tho boy escapes, it will bo his 
fathor who will suffer |_ You, if you aro 
& friend of tho boy Wun Lung, havo 
saved him. But you cannot save his 
father, who is in Chins, and within tho 

‘of my lord! Do your, will, foreiga 
Twill say no moro.” 


said the detective. 
ped the arm of tho handouffed 


gasped 


Bunter. 


“Come with mo, Bunter! Iam going. 
back to Wharton Lodge with this man, 


Aro you staying at the Lodge!” 

“1—I'm_ going to!” gasped Bunter. 
“'There—there was a—s little misunder- 
standing | The—tho fellows cut up rust} 
over ‘ane ttle Jape. But-but 
come to the Lodge ith you, Mr. Locke, 
Tl get these tly Chinese eH off 
first, thought I've had enough of 
them |” 

Bunter was already, stripping off 
Chinese garments, He had his own 
clothes underneath, and a cap stuffed in 
‘& pocket. In a fow minutes William 
George Bunter, like Richard, was him- 
self again, 

Ho made up the Chinese garments 
into a bundle to carry with him. 
Bunter had not forgotten that be hi 
left a cash deposit in Wimford on th 
garments. The costumier’s property di 
not matter very much to Bunter, but 
‘the cash deposit mattered a lot. 

‘You had better come with me—now, 
at all events,” said Ferrers Locko. 

Your statement will be required when 
the police come for this man, and you 
will, of course, have to give evidenco 
against him at his ts fou have been 
very useful in this matter, Bunter, 
though yrithout sour knowledge.” 

e ue is, Mr. 
aoe fa 

Ferrers Locke waiked the prisoner 
away to the footpath, and Billy Bunter 
rolled after them. 

‘They followed the footpath down to 
the road, and Ferrers @ rang at the 


(Continued on page 28.) 
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THE FLYING SPY 


By GEO. E. ROCHESTER. 


Westwards ! 
N that same moment the telephone- 
f bell trilled with startling sudden- 
ness, Snatching up the receiver, 
tho gun still in his hand, Zolhoft 
sangrled: 

“Yes, what is it?” 

“Raschen_ speaking,” came the roi 
of General Raschen over tho wire, “Tho 
Mercedes car has been located at Traubo 
Aerodrome, thirty kilometres from the 


sro 
"Bat, the man, you fool?” panted Zol- 
hoff, tho man, Staite 

tiny virtuo of’ the letter which, he 
carrisd,” took up Raschen harshly, “*he 
rus provided by the Commandanto of 
Troubo Aerodrome with a Bghting 
Junker-Fokver menoplane, With & store 
Ot pool in tho, rear cockpit he took 
of ha hour ago.” 

‘AU that news. every vestige of soit 
control “fll fromm olhott. With 
tunfacal frenzy he hurled tho telephone 
tothe floor and ung blindly abort the 
Foom, raving. 

‘Yon Sturm had gone. 

Zolhoft know that now. And with the 
petrol which” tho. traitor had taken 
Rbourd i would’ not be. dificult: for 
him’ to reach the enemy lines. 


“But I 


ill get him,” whispered Zol- 


hoff hoarsely, his hands clenched. “I 
will [a if I havo to sock 
him bobind the British lines 1” 


At tho same hour, 
sky, Vou Sturm ws 
wards towards the Ii 

‘How eaay it had all boon. That intro- 
ductory lotter which ho had taken from 
Zolhol’s dosk and filled in with the 
fictitious name and number had proved 
invaluable, Not once had its authen- 
ticity been questioned, and it had. won 
him’ passage through tho military 
pickets who had been on the look-out 
for @ uniformed Von Sturm. 

Sitting there at his controls, with 
engine thundering in deep, pulsating 
rhythm, the boy's firm lips twitched into 
fleeting smile as ho dwelt again on 
the reception he had received trom the 

jous Commandanto of ‘Traube 


igh in tho night 
thundering west- 


mandante and only too 

‘one engaged on.“ Intell 

tho most urgent and extreme import. 
anco” as the pseudo Otto Stultz had 
purported to be. 

‘thout query he had placed a 
Junker-Fokker mgnoplane at the 
pofal of Von Sturm. Furtho 
Fesponso to the boy’s request, be had 
had a supply of petrol placed in tho 
rear cockpi : 

The Junker-Fokkor was an entirely 
now departure in aircraft construction. 
Te was 8 machine designed for offensive 

trol on the Western Front and was 
‘of duralumi 


i 
“This all-metal 
great protection, against fire, and both 


‘construction was a. 


vere encased by 


Shgine and. cockpit 
fh ing consisting of one‘ 


armour plating consi 
inch chrome nickel steel. 

‘Tho high ratio between speed and 
wind resistancs was reduced to a 
minimum on this fast fighting craft by 
the abnormally thick camber of the 
monoplane wing which was fitted with 
internal bracing. 


INTRODUCTION ON NEXT PAGE) 


Another great asset the machine pos. 
sessed, was, the excellent. range of ‘ro 
HMforted both front and roar enckpta by 
there being no upper plane, por @ con 
Pleated antag of eicete aud wires. 

Hier engine, ono of the most powerful 
typen Earned” out by Who great’ Krunps 
Works ‘at Bssen, had been» specially 
Gesigned to make her class of machine 
the fastest on the Western Front. 

Sind, ae sho roared on through, the 
night sky, driving towards th British 
Tines, Von. Sturm  blesed the good 
chance which had. placed her’ in his 
fends. "For if he wore intercepted with 
the dawn ho had» mactine which could 
hold her own with any craft which 
might fy against her. : 

‘And tho chances ‘wero that, with the 
down, he would. bo. totercepted. He 
teow full well that the moinent Zolbott 
Giscovered the forced lock of 
iene would pack, up a tea 
inust inevitably “iead bi 
Kerodrome. 


When that happened orders would be 
flashed to. every German acrodrome 
along. the ling instructing all available 
machines to take the air in an endeavour 
to prevent the Junkor-Fokker crossing 
tho trenches. 

Tt was that hour before the dawn 
which is tho darkest hour of all tho 
night, that Von Sturm closed his 
throttle and glided down to earth on 
wide stretch “of moorland twenty kilo- 
miotres east of the township of Hanav. 

Hore he roplenished his petrol tank 
and, mounting once again to the cockpit, 
took the air on tho last stage of his 
eventful flight to British wing head- 
quarters at Le Courbas 

When the first faint light of the 
coming dawn was streaking tho eastern 
sky he passed over Saarbrucken at a 
height of fifteen thousand fect. Less 
than an hour new and he would bo over 


2% 


ipistehee. ores 
ally “ho swept. the 
port and starboard 
Inachines, "Thirty minutes pass 
minutes during. which the Junker: 
Fokker thundered oa towards the line— 
minutes during which day came on 
space. 

Behind him the sun swung up into a 
sky of cloudless blue which gave 
Promise of a glorious day to come. 

"Twenty minutes now and he would Lo 
over the line. 
| Suddenly ho tensed, his eyes narrow- 
ing, his hand tightening on the control. 
stick, Away to port, in the direction of 
Bubl, four tiny opeeks had appeared 
Bigh in the akg. “Whey wero tackins 
holding an altitude end a line of fight 
which would bring them between the 
Junker-Fokker and the trenches, unless 
Von Sturm altered his course, 


controls, continu. 
‘head and to 


lor approaching 


But grimly the boy. few on, waverin 
not aa inch fromthe ‘course he was 
taking. 


‘Tho. four machines wore coming up at 
a terrific speod and, a3 they approached, 
Von Sturm recognised them os fast- 
flying Halberstadt fighting scouts. 

On they came. Whon. within five 
hundred feet of him, their noses wont 
up and they gained another five hundred 
foot of altitude in a thundering climb. 

‘Then forward wont control-sticks and 
they roared down on Von. Sturm, 
synchronised guns belching Jurid flame. 


Toll ot Wart 
IMULTANEOUSLY, as tho four 
Ss Halberstadt scouts’ opened fire, 
‘Von Sturm whi forward his 
control-stick. king on full 
rudder, ho whizled his monoplane into 
a thundering dive, ‘ 

For seconds only he held that dive, 
‘thon back camo his cont ick and 
ho went zooming up and_up into tho 
bluc of carly morning. Right at the 
‘apex of the loop he pulled a perfect 
Immelmann roll, and now the advantage 
of height was his. 

Whipping forward his control-stick 
again, he roared down towards. th 
wildly | wheoli Halberstadts in 
screaming nose dive, and from the black- 
encased mitzzle of his synchronised gun 
furid fame and whining lead spat 


venomous! ey tain 
», 80 utterly unexpected, ha: 
‘savage, launching of the 
‘Von Sturm that the pilots 


offensive 
of tho Halborstadt scouts were taken 
completely by surprise. 


‘A running fight towards the line had 
turm’s most obvious course 

of action, “But instead of adopting it 

tho reckless fool had turned at boy. 

‘As the noses of the four scouts came 
up to, meet tho attack of this grim. 
faced bor, one of the machines recled 
drunkenly, A. wisp of flame licked back 
from riven petrol tank, spread with 
frightful repidity, and "the 
machine went plunging to its 
doom, a mass of blood-red 
flame, and enveloped in an 
saying pall of thick black 


ward, promotion, and decoration for 
him who shot Von Sturm down in 
flames. ‘They were rewards which would 
not be easily eerned, but that they 
would be earned the threo Halberstadt 
pilots never doubted. And as they drove 


in at Von Sturm their cartridge-belts’ 


re whirling mad! 


ly through the chem: 
bers and the acri 


fumes of burning 


spin, from which he emerged with » 
sudden roar of high-powered engine, to 
tear earthwards in a thundering dive. 
‘Then back came the stick, and the 
Junker-Fokker soared up into the blue 
in a wild and almost perpendicular 


inged against, and 
ricochetted off, the ermour-plating of tho 
Junker-Fokkor cockpit and gngine., But 
Yomorselessly Von Sturm drove down, 

his onarling gun 


the staccato roar of 
audible above the thunder of his engine. 

‘Without’ warning, the pilot” of the 
nearest Halberstadt leapt to his feet, 
clutching, with gloved hands, et his 
throat, ‘then, ashe slumped’ forward 
under his controls, his machine dropped 
ig nose, and, felling fato the death 
spin, went Plunging earthwards. 

Wheeling, the two remaining Halbor- 
stadts hurtled down on the tail of the 
SunkerFokker. Te was a moment -of 
deadly peril for Von Sturm. For, with 
the two Halberstadts sticking to him 
Tike ‘leeches, at any’ instant his spine 
might bo shattered Dy a burat of Lullets 
from their guns, or bis tail planes and 
Fudder conttols shot te zibbons. 

“Yet deliberately Von Sturm held the 
dive, his right and left foot pressing 
alternately on the rudder-bar, causing 
his machine to swing wildly as it tore 
carthwards. “Suddenly his right foot 
tensed on the bar and he whipped his 
control-stick back and across. The 
monoplane whirled out of its dive with 


a jar which sent Von Sturm saggi 
Tildly agairat the aide of the cockpit 
Completing a whirling bank, the boy 


drove in at the thundering Halberstadts. 
80 close was he that a miss was im- 
possible. “Bullets from his Jurid, blaz- 
Sng gun tore through the fuselage of 
tho nearest scout, raking it from engine 
cowling to cockpit. ‘Then, as Von Sturm 
pulled back his stick and’ soared up into 
the blue, the Halberstadt fell away into 
‘a spin, ‘its pilot huddled dead on the 
floor of the cockpit. 

Only ono Halberstadt scout now 
remained, and Von Sturm was as yet 
unscathed. But the pilot of that scout 


was tho’ Hauptmann Eberhard, | 9 
veteran in air fighting, and one wit 
twenty-seven Allied machines “to hit 
credit 


‘Eberhard’s eyes were grim, for he 
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smoke. sera 
‘The odds wore now reduced Sy "Zathoy hae 

te three to ons On Beer Serle, 
‘But the thtes remaining Endlich and 


‘Halberstadta were driving in 
at Von Sturm, savagely 
termined to finish off this 


traitor, whom they bad been alredctory 
ordered to intercept at all When Dr. 
costs. being 


‘There was monetary re- 
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hhad seen his three companions go hurt. 
ling to their doom, and he knew that 
within the next few moments he must 
either Kill Von Sturm or himseit be 
killed. “In this battle of tho air no 
quarter would bo given, and only one 
of them would live to take the sir 


again. 
Would it be he or Von Sturm? 
Kicking on rudder, Eberhard swung 


f his machine towards Von Sturm, who 


had rolled, and was tearing towards 
him, firing as he came, Lberhard’s 
gloved hand clenched on the trigger 
Of his synchronised gun, and above tho 
thunder of the engine camo the vicious 
snarl of expldting cartridges. 

‘On came the two machines, thunder- 
ing towards each other, ‘hen, in that 
moment, when it seemed that they must 
crash, propeller boss to propeller boss, 
‘Von Sturm whipped forward his control- 
stick, 

‘Down went his nose, and he thundered 
right under Eberhard’s | Halberstadt. 
Back came the stick, and he went soar: 

i zoom, At the very 
he rolied and roared 


throw 


mac dive, 
Wind ser ince 
and struts as the Halberstadt he 


ds. TI m tick, 
tho "scout "went rooming up ints ‘the 
uo. 

‘Von Sturm followed, clinging rolent- 
lovely’ to Eberhard’s tail. But with 
sasing awifinens Boophard rolled, and, 

ing a sharp wing tuca, drove 
fraighe in at Von Sturm, his gun spow- 
ing lurid fleme and a deadly stroam 
of, stecl-conted bullets. 
“dashboard was riven, as 
‘an invisiblo axe, and some- 
red-hot iron seared his noalp. 
Instinctively ho threw his, machine into 
i lurched drunkenly forward 


! ‘the pressure 
fon the trigror of his synchronised gun, 
he pushed forward his oontrol-stick an 
dived carthwards in, the wake of tho 
Junker-Fokker, which was spinning to 
Sestruction on tho ground, far below. 
Desperately Von Sturm fought to 
rogain control of his reeling gontes, and 
he was aided by tho rush of cold 
which served to sweep the clogging 
nausea from his brain. One thing ho 
Imew. Ho had plenty of height, aa yet, 
From behind his goggles, as ho lay 
sprarled cross the controls, he had a 
jeeting glimpse of Eberhard circliny 
round him, ready to tear in end. finis 
him off should he show the slightest 
"G,spingly Von loved fi 
ropingly, Von Sturm’s gloved fingers 
S'closod on tho throttle, Reach: 
ing out, behind him, he 
hauled himself back into his 
seat, and, kicking on ruddor 
to counteract his spin, he 
ave the Junker-Fokker full 


rottle, 
‘With a thunderous ‘roar of 
high-powered ongine, the 


monoplane swooped out of 
the spin ond simultaneously 
Eberhard drove in, with gin 
*tfiRipping fhe conteoLstick 

sipping his control-stic 
across, Von Sturm pulled & 
whirlwind wing tora, But 


ayaa pip ee So 
Siavianel ae pres 


or Aestralts aod New Deulsads hesanre, Osh 


TEES 
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as ho came about his fuselage was 
raked from cockpit to tail planes. By 
superb piloting he pulled clear of that 
deadly stream of bullets from the 
Halberstadt scout. 

"The last fow seconds had been a close 
call for him, end he knew it. Since 
the fight had developed into one between 
him and the lone Halberstadt he hed 
been getting decidedly the worst of it. 

‘Who his antagonist was he did not 
know, but he real “ye Shek hemes Ue 

‘nat a. superb air fighter. Somehow 
tit realisation braced him as nothing 
else could have done. The first false 
stop, the slightest opening, would mean 
disaster. And the knowledge of that 
filled Von Sturm ancw with tho lust 
‘of @ battle which must be fought to the 
death, 7 

"Wheeling his, machine, he throw it 
into a dive. A mad, a suicidal thing 
to doy but there was grim method in 
the madness, For ho was setting a trap, 
although the setti f, ‘of it was fraught 
with the most deadly perit for himsolf. 

Seeing Von Sturm fall away ints 
dive, Sberhard pushed forward his 
controlstick and went thundering after 
him, his fen. ablaze. With engine roa 
jing at full revolutions, he hurtled down 
on the wildly swinging tail of tho 
Junker-Fokker, striving desperately to 
plant a burst of bullets through either 
fhe tall lanes and rudder of tho s5- 
zageing inonoplane, or else through the 
helmoted head.” ‘and leather-clad 
shoulders of ‘Von Sturm, wisiblo abo 
‘the rear of the forward cockpit. 

‘Once only did Von Sturm glanco 

hind at the death thunderi 

is wal Noxt instant 
sharp rudder and whipped his control- 
stick across. With an amazing swift- 
oss the Junker-Fokker whirled out of 
its dive with nose up. 

And in that samo instant Eborhard 
thundered past. 

Sweeping like a hawk, the Junker- 
Fokker turned and roared’ down in pur- 
ait, ita black encased gun blazing into 
lurid life, ‘There was no question of a 
miss, so short was tho rai Every 
stocl-coated bull whanged into tho 

itals of tho Halberstadt scout. 

In # frenzy, Eberhard banked, his 
‘nose down, His machine was already 


rooting drunkenly, and bis faco_ was 
grey with tho knowledge of the death 
which was now so close to him. As the 
Halberstadt banked, Von Sturm’s foot 
mosed s fraction of an inch on th 
rudder-bar, and he raked Eberbard’e 
stricken machine from engine cowling 
to tail plane, 

Ho had a vision of Eberhard stag- 
gering to his feet-in thé cockpit, then 
slumping heavily forward ovor tho 
controls. The nose of the scout dropped 

machine fell away into the 
th spin. 

it was the end of a gallant Sght, 
fought by a. gallant foe, 

iroling widely, Von Sturm watched 
the Halberstadt scout spinning earth. 
wards. His ammunition was ‘all but 
done, and ho knew tho peril of linger- 
jing over German territory one moment 
Jonger than was necessary. At any 
instant other machines in search of him 
nitight come hurtling down from out of 
the blue. 

‘But there was something 
stronger than himsolf which 
there sbove tho machino which was 
spinning to dostruction. Its pilot had 
fought a bravo, courageous fight, 
worthy of tho finest traditions of the 
tir, and thero was a chance that even 
‘yet his lifo could bo saved, or at lcast 
his passing made more easy. ns 

Pushing forward his control-stick, 


Von Sturm went diving earthward 
‘of the spinning 
loot “height 


Halberstad 
is goRgle- 
hy raked tho 
is and behind for any sign 


a field bordering a sunken road. 
Boforo she struck, however, Von 
Sturm had landed. 

Leaping from hia cockpit, ho ran 
towards the scene of the crash, spurt: 
ing dosperately as he saw tongue of 
@amo shoot up from amidst the tanglo 
‘of wreckage. 

With terrifying. ra 
spread, leaping high_into tho air with 
devouring roar. | Protected by bis 
heavy fying kit, Von Sturm plunged 


idity tho flames 


Sheriff—But Outlaw 


FEVER heard of an outlaw be- 
comi 


ing a sheriff? Gee, 
no! Ever heard of a Boy Out- 
law wearing a Sheriff's 
Sounds imy 
The Rio 


7 


Star? 
sible! But it’s not ! 
|. notorious boy out- 


The POPULAR =.:::. 


law of Texas, with a thousand 
dollars on his head, is proclaimed 
sheriff of the town of Plug Hat! 
Tt wants a lot of believing, but 
you'll soon find all about it in 
the, ROARING SERIES OF 
WESTERN YARNS APPEAR- 
ING-IN THE “POPULAR” 
EVERY WEEK. There are lots 
of other fine features as well 
that you must not miss. 


On Sate at all Newsage 


2 


inferno, gropiog with 
gloved hands for tho timp, motionless 
form of the pilot. Choking and 
gasping, his face scorched and seared 
byuthe Games. ‘he dragged the man 
clear. Then, lifting him in his arms, 
he staggered away from the blazing 
wreckage. 

‘When out of the radius of over- 
powering host, ho gently loworcd 
burden, to the ground. Rapidly 
went to work, unstrapping the man's 
ying helmet’ and. unbuttoning the 
charred leather Bying coat, Suddenly, 
as he pulled off the unconscious pilot's 
goggles, ho. tensed. 

“Eberhard!” he whispered. 

Moro than ones in the days which 
now were passed. he had ranged the 
Western Front in company with the 
gtizcle-haired Eberhard. Together, 
Sith synchronised guns aflamey they 
had thundered down on Allied machincs 
and fought great fights with, enemy 
planes high above the battle smoke. 

nd ny Eberhard fy dyingy cht 
down by him whom he had known a¢ 
nena 

Gently Von Sturm took the limp 
hand of Eberhard in his. 

“Te was you or I, old friend!” ho 
whispered. 

Almost as though he had heard tho 
words, tho. eyerof the Herr Haupt: 
mann Eberhard flickered open. For a 
long moment he gazed up at the pale, 
settaco of tho boy hnecling beste him, 
Thon ‘beavely. his. livid fipe ‘twitched 
a smile. 


inte the raging 
jo 


‘ot. got me~Guido!” he whimpered, 
in voto so low that Von Sturm had 
to bond his head to catch the halting 
words, “Boy—boy, why have you de- 
sorted ust”? 

Sedly Von Sturm shook hig head. 

“T am no. German, Eberhard,” he 
answered. “My country is England!” 

Eberhard was silent. “And when next 


ho said bitterly. 
against" friend — brother 
brother. God send the ond of 
God keep you, 


hand in Von Sturm’s siffencs 
iacing ay spy closed. His 
hend fell Imply beck. 

‘The Hauplmann Eberhard was dead, 

Rising 10. tis fect, Von Storm, stood 
a moment. with head bowed, To. its 
Maker he commended a allant roth 
That was all he now could do for the 
friend who had ridden the skies with 
him. “Phen. straightening tip. he 
turned awas towards his own machine. 

Ae be did so. he heard ‘a. shont 


Looking round. be saw a squad. of 
soldiers. running along. the road to: 
wards tho scene of the crash. Fis fist 
impulse wes to run, but. stiding it, 


ho continued almost casually on to- 
wards his machine. The soldiers were 
bso hundred yards or more away, and 
if he started to run he might bring a 
fusillade of bullets shout his head, eo. 
spite the markings of the Iron Cross en 
the fusclago and wings of the Junker- 
Fokker. 

Reaching the cockpit. he swung hime 
self up and slimped ‘into the pil 
seat. Even if these soldiers had orders 
to look ant for the traitor. Von Stic. 
they could not be certain that this was 
ho-this pilot who, whilst ignoring 
them. seemed in no too great a hurry 
to leave the ground. 

(Will Quy escape buck to the British 
Fines? Ile’ making a fighting bid to do 
30. Order your Magyet now to ensure 
reading the next thrilling instalment.) 

‘Due Mauer Linesne,—No, 1,176, 
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PERIL FROM THE EAST! 


(Continucd frum quye 28.) 


es of Wharton 


Lodge, which were 
ed for the night 


hore was at fat grin on Bunter's face 
now. AL. lastest long Iest—it was 
Bunter’s win! beasts could 


evived with 
Lad a foot- 
ad ne doubt 
his footings good till 

At Tong, long 
Kast all was cals and bright | 


THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER. 


At Last! 
“IA 


ALLO, hallo, hallo {” 
SNte, Lou 
W Bunter—’ 


And—and—' 
“Whom what-=what— 
“Great Scott f 
Ainaued [ices in the hall of Wharton 


Jango qrocted Ferrers Locke and. his 
Gompanfoun, when Wells admitted. Uhiane 
Ferrers Locke had not boca expect 


AU! late, und certainly: he hind not 
cxpected ab all in auch remark 

coupany, 
ig a Colon: 


nan, sir!” said Locke. 
Bob Cherry gave a 
“rhat’s the Chink L save it the nin, 
Mr, Locke—the Chinaman who got out 
a station past Winsford, ‘and—" 

Thad no doubt of it,” suid Ferrers 
Locke. “Colonel Whatton, no doubt 
you can accommodate me with w room 
to lock this, rascal in till the police can 
send for him. 1 will telephone at 
once!” 

“Certainly, 
aunoved eo) 


cortainly !” gasped the 
But sehat—" 

“Ile is charged with, attempted 
murdec Paid Locke. “Owing to 
Bunter, being in an absurd disguise, for 
tome absurd purpose of his own, ho took 
hin for Wun Lung—" 

“Great gad ! 

say, Jou fellows—”_ 


THE MAGNET 


j making @ prominent 


Shut vp, Bunter!” 
Qh, realy, Wharton 
“Shut up, you fat ass 
rupting Mr. Locke!” 
Ferrers Locke smiled. 
“Bunter, without know! 
very usefull,” he said. 
be kept safo now, and without danger 
to, Wun Lung.” 

“Fancy Bunter being useful!” ejacu- 

Jated Jobany Bull. 
“Oh, really, Bul 
“Well, he can’t bé ornamental!” re- 

marked Tigb Cherry. 

“Beast !” 

‘Tho prisoner did not speak But his 
slanting eyes gleamed up at two Chinese 
faces looking down over the banisters. 


‘You're inter- 


ng it, bas been 


LOOK O OUT. 


for our representative at the seaside 
resort you are visiting; he is giving 
away splendid prizes and thousands of 
attractive FREE gilts. Also numerous 
competitions will ‘be held for which 
attractive prizes will be given. Very 
arge quantities of small gifts will be 
distributed to readers who are seen 
display of the 


“Magnet.” 


You yelly bed man!” said Wun 
Lang. ("You ory slong cliokee, all 
siumee Chu.” 


“Plenty chokee, you plenty muchee 
lascal !" said Hop Hi. 

Fu did not spoak. 

Ho was taken away to a room and 
locked’ in, the hendeuffs still on his 
wrists, and Ferrers Locke went to the 
telephone. ‘The detcetive was in a mood 
of rent satisfaction ‘The problem that 
had soemed so difficult a one had boon 
solved for him suddenly, and ther was 
no doubt that Billy Bunter, though 
quite unintentionally, had come in re- 

kably useful for once, Bunter, 
aturally, was disposed to make the most 
it, 


his man will Li 


EVERY SATURDAY. 


“{ say, you fellows,” said tho Owl of 
tho Remoxe, while Loske was, busy at 
the telephone, and the colonel had 
fe meperinied theaale dipoetl a 

“I say, you've treated mo 
rottcaly—and. that’ little beast, Wan 
“has been fearfully ungrateful— 
ight man in tho 


“don't mind weling, you nowy? 000- 
tinued Bunter, blinking at the Famous 
Five, “why I’ put on this Chineso 1 
Now it’s been “an. absoluto success, Li 
tell you! My idea was to draw the 
danger on me— 

Wha-a-at?” 

"To draw the danger on mo,” said 
Bunter firmly. “You fellows would not 
have dono it! It was risky—it needed 
Loundless pluck. But it was me all 
over. Knowing that there was danger— 
fearful danger—I drew it on, myself, 
and if you don't believe mo—” 

“Believe you!” gasped Wharton, 
“My hat 

ne believefulness is not terrific ! 
wu ean ask Mr. Locke,” said 
He knows that that Chineso 
took mo for, Wun Lung, 28 I 
ned all along—” 
Qh crumbs 1” 

“You fearful, Gbber !” 

“Bump him!” 

Here, I say, 
yelled Banter. 


you follows, no larks ! 
Tay, keep off —” 
“Ha, ha, ba?” 


2 You at villain! said Harry Whar- 
ton. “Don't tell any more wi opps. 
But as Mr, Locke has Pub in o wore 
you, you can stay—" 

“TE you put it like that, Wharton, I 
cortainly shall not stay aid Bunter, 
with a great deat of dignith 

“Well, I do put it like that 

“My dear chap, it's all wright. 
stay, as You'ro 49 jolly pressing.” 
la, ha, ha!” 

And Bunter raved, 

"TUE EXD, 


(“THE FOE FROM THE SKY!" is 
the title of nert week's powerful holiday 
story of the Greyfriars chums, Don't 
miss reading this, whatever you da!) 
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No 8. 


ANOTHER AMAZING 
BURGLARY 


JOTLAND YARD’S THEORY 


The wave of orimo in the Remove ia 
spreading. Hot on the heels of the 
burglary in Lord Maulevorer’s study comes 
the news that tho tuckshop has been 
broken into and foodstutls to the value 
of ten pounds removed, It wi 
remembered that a cake and 


‘He put uy 
‘that Mre. 


shut his eyes. 


his 
ible 


TL bad a cheque from 
ion. Have some cake, ol 


Why, it's no gecret,”” Penfold informed 
where's beon ' burglary at the 
id we can't weoma to discover 


ma'am 2" asked 
‘Thou burgle 
ing Greyfriars a 


any “sort—apart from the fact that 

Lord Mavleverer has stated that ho is 

fat, By the way, Z'vo brought your 

handkerchief along: ‘You dropped it in 
‘tuokshop.”” 

Ob, thanks t 


Morgan have been workin; 
utting questions to everybody inthe 


feverishly, 


shool. ‘They are completely bafited. 
tho sheer audacity of the crime makes it 
that it is the work of @ master 
‘that, 
to 
say nothing of threo dozen saves 
‘and somo apricot, tarts. Every 
stolen. | Booshoo !"" 


rolls 
ing is 


can't stop to write any mor. I must 
finish the five hundred lines Quelchy 
gavo mo for shuffling my feet in the 
}ass-room this morning. 


BOOK REVIEWS 


By MARK LINLBY. 


THE HISTORY OF GREYFRIA) 
Firet 80 ‘volumes, By Henry Sarm 
‘Quoloh. (Toolong-Winded, Ltd. £1 
per volume). An emazing’work. Ihave 
read these book with great pleasure, and 

‘at least one word 


blood-ourdlin; 
mmesters ‘would dole out lines © 
‘on the least provocation. He 
‘bas boon known that. 


fathead (which 
- | not resort to fis 


reyttiars 


FUN, FACTS AND FICTION BY TRE SCHOOLBOYS OF GREYFRIARS! 
FH, 


erald 
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August 30th, 1930, 


PUBLIC EXECUTION 


AUBREY ANGEL GOES 
THROUGH THE HOOP 


SHOCKING INTERRUPTWIN AT SPEED TRIALS | BLACKMAIL A 


RECORD BROKEN AND |35: Soerrse*ubtns” tniceweciese 

HEADS (NEARLY) [#832 szssPS.\Sm is att 
attendance at the Remove 

wi preoss heartily, and 

Gerri |Pesgee (ys ret tk ae ond” We 

injured. | Quislch, who was running ‘irs, seemed as 

‘Mr. Skinner provided the first aides by | peagh he aright opal ME Wingate's Gino effort 

yand floor in ono socond and a| he ing him; but, fortunately, Mr. Petor 

‘Mhdt-dow of the banisters end lended on Mr. 


‘There was a 


perpendicularly, he was disqualified. ’s chest, knocking him downstairs, 

Mie 'Skionee BES boos sonvered to the] Wisgaie then Anidued tho run iy eploadta stylo, 
Cottage Hospital, Mr. Vernon-Smith put upa very | ard the official ti stated that hi 
fine. performance by covering the distance in| wiseeloven eoconds wo-fifths—only @ fifth 


imi Mr. Vornon-S: He received a groat 
rom Se niwas to rash bs som 
ove present five hundred tis. 
ae eye Mer Quolch was not seriously 
injured. "Ho moroly eusteinod 


stew flesh wool, ands 
up by whe Wharton, Mes Race, compound racture of the akull. 
mad Mr. Cherry; but ae Mr. 
‘P. Todd clam! on to the 


danistors to make his attempt, 
an unlooked-for interruption 
‘occurred. 

Mr. George | Wingate, MP. 
Qtighty Prefect) and ats, Henry 
jamuel Quelch, M.A. (Mighty 
Angry) rrived on tho scone. 
Mr. Wingato ordered Todd to 


“DOTTED M 


SCENE IN COURT 
BOLSOVER MAJOR IN DOCK 


Justice Wharton, at the 
‘Assizos, Perey Bolsover (W.O.B.) was accused of 
brutally essoulting a person who was a trifle 
“Joopy.” 
‘Tho Judge: 


pos 2 


standing up at 


ON THE BOKO!” 


ime. 


Fhe judgo—who had his mouth full of doughnut 
seaved him to his seat. When his loniship had 
descured all the doughnuts, oxcopt a squashed 
‘ore+which he gave to the poor—he summed up. 

“Gentlemen of the jj 


Mfr. Cherry, K.C.: “The accused has a very 
bad reputation, your lordship. Ho ought to be 
‘transported for life. Why, only the other day ho 


dotted me on the boko.” (Laughter and some} The Judge: “ Shut up, fathoad ! I'm address- 


cheering.) : inf be j you! NOTICE! Some shocking bounder 
‘The Judge (frowning); “ Order! I have to tell Foreman: Let me catch anybody | hae been through my wardrobe and 
jarned friend that ‘dotted mo on the boko’ ‘{(Laughter.) hes my clothes. If I find 
Pas tary language. You should have tho er make him bend over my 
“Hp socked mo on the snout, or busted me sofa my foot and kick him. 
16 snot.” That's @ tip. Lord Mauloverer. Study 

. Cherry : “Did hot I did No. 12. 

#0 I couldn't say it.” (Laughter 


—t 
isa rotten book, I advise you not to buy it. 


That is very true, and—sorry, I 


this 
The 


(Continued at foot of last column.) 


NOTICE! Will the Greyfriars boy who 
ae rg ere 
t ai ian 
Yo the polios station fa Prardale, where he 
will hear something very much to his 
Ravantage. 

LINES! LINES!! LINES!!! Has 


Pe 


THREE LESSONS.” Succces guaran- 


teed. 
Study No. 11. 


who wants to get rich 3 
the 16s., and Iwill hand over the postel 
order when it comes. 

Study No. 7. 


NOO KOMPANY JUST STARTED. 
The Remove Hoziery Kompany, onder 
direcksion of Mr. William Georgo Bunter. 
Special bargsins in noo and partly-worn 
clothes. Fan8y wastecoats, 10s. each. 
Trousers in any ‘i 
seleckted, 3 bob! 


rate 
Homove Mosiery Ko, Study No. 7 


(By Our Special Correspondent Dick Penfold.) 


SPECIALITY 


BARGAINS _IN 
IMPOSITIONS 


‘gambles, too, and doam’t care a fig. 
things that He shoulda't do Because he 
ig. 


eb with 


day ho boasted how, the Hoad and p: 
dono brown, before ho went and viri 


| Now Angel 
dovm't pay. 
has had 0 fai 


20. 
| mas re wedged in- 
‘side to seo what wo should 
80, 
The Head was looking 
very stern as ode, 


ls0_our correspon: 
-SHARPING IN 
Messrs. Skinner, Snoop & Stott. fr ‘But Angel's yells 
(We thought ho must bo 


But thot's enough, Z can't go on with this 
report of gloom. I'll go and lay somo flowers 
upon poor Aubrey Angel's tomb. 


W. G. Bunter. 


patiem, ds, od. Ties, 
@ pére. Don't 


oppitoonity. Rell upp and by. into the duck-pond.” 


After that bis lordehip went in to 


